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METRICAL BOMANCEES. 



LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Jhbsu Cry ft, OUr favyoufj 
And hys modyr, that fwete flowr, 

Helpe hem at her nede 
That harkeneth of ft conquerour, 
Wys of wytte and whyght werrouj-, 

And doughty man in dede. 
Hys name was called Geynleyn, 
Beyete he was of fyr Gaweyn, 

Be a foreft fyde ; 
Of floater knyght, and profytable, 
Wyth. Artour of the rounde table, 
. Ne hcrde ye never rede, 

VOL, II. B 
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2 LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Tbys Gynleyn was fayr of fyght, 
Gentyll of body, of face bryght, 

All bastard yef be were ; 
Hys modyr kepte hym yn clos, 
For douute of wy kkede loos, 

As doughty chyld anil dere,. 

And for love of hys fayr vyys, 
Hys modyr clepede hym Beafy*, 

And no.jiothyr name ; 
And hymfelf was full nys,_ 
He ne axede naght, y wys, 

What be hyght, at hys dame. 
As liyt befelle upon a day, 
To wode be wente, on hys play, 

Of dere to have hys game ; 
He fond a knyght whar be lay. 
In anues that wer Itout and gay, 

Ifclayne, and made full tame. 

That chyld dede of die knygbtes wed*, 
And anon he gan hym fchrede, 

In that ryche armur ; 
Whan he hadde do that dede, 
To Glastyngbery he yode, 

Ther ley the fcyng Artour. 
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LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 
Me knelede yn the halle, 
Before the knyghtes alle, . 

And grctte hem with honour ; 
And feyde, Kyng Artour, my lord, 
Grauntc me to fpeke a word, 

I pray the pur amour. 

Than feyde Artour the kyng, 
Anoon without any d welly ng, 

Tell me thyn name aplyght, 
For fethen y was ybore, 
Ne fond y me before 

Non fo fayr of fyght. 

That chylde feyde, Be feynt Jame, 
I not what ys my name, 

I am the more nya ; 
But, whyle y was at tame, 
My modyr, yn her game, 

Clepede me Beaujyx. 
Thanne feyde Artour the kyng, 
Thys ys a wonder thyng, 

Be god and feynt Denys, 
Whanne he that wolde be a knyght, 
Ne wat noght what he uyght, 

And ys fo fayr of vys. 
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* . LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Now wyll y yeve hym a name, 
Before yow alle yn Tame, 

For he ys jb fayr and fre ; 
Be god, and be fey at .Tame, 
So clepede hym never hys dame, 

What woman that fo hyt be. 
Now clepeth hym alle yn us 
Lybeau dacoruu, 

For the love of me ; 
Than may ye wete a rowe 
The fey re unknowe, 

Series fo hatte he. 

Kyng Artoux anon ryght 
Made hym tho a knyght, 

In the felve day ; 
And yaf hym amies bryght, 
Hym gertte wylh fwerde of myghf, 

For fothe as y yow fay. 
And henge on hym a fcbeld, 
Ryche and over geld, 

Wylh a gryffoun of fay ; 
And hym belok hys fadyr Gaweyn, 
For to teche hym on the ptayn, 

Of ech knyghtes play. 
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LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Whan he was knyght imade, 
Anon a bone there he bad, 

And feyde, My bid To fre, 
In herte y were ryght glad, 
That ferfte fyghte yf y had, 

That ouy man afketh the. 
Thanne feyde Artour the kyng, 
I gran re the thyn alkyng, 

What bateyle that To hyt be; 
But me thyngeth thou art to ying, 
For to done a good fyghtynge, 

Be awgbt that y can fe. 

Wythoute more refoun, 
Duk, erl, and baroun, 

Whefch and yede to mete ; 
Of all manere fufoun, 
As lordes of renoun, 

Ynowgh they hadde etc 
Ne hadde Artour bote a whyle, 
The motintance of a myle, 

At hys table yfete, 
Ther com a mayde ryde, 
And a dwerk be here fyde, 

All befwetle for hete. 
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6 LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

That mayde was clepede Eiene, 
Gent) 11, bryght, and fchene, 

A lady mesfenger ; 
Tfaer nas contefls, lie queue, 
So femelych on to fene, 

That myghte be her pert. 
Sche was clodeth in Tan, 
Rowme and nodyng fkars, 

Pelvred wyth blauner; 
Her fadell and her brydell, yn fere, 
Full of dyamandys were, 

Melk was her destrere. 

The dwerk was clodeth yn Ynde, 
Before and ek bebynde, 

Stout he was and pert ; 
Among alle Cryftene kende, 
Swych on ne fchold no man fynde, 

Hys furcole was overt. 
Hys berd was yelow as ony wax, 
To hys gerdell henge the plex, 

I dar well fay yn certe; 
Hys fchon wer with gold ydyght, 
And kopeth as a knyght, 

That femede no povert. 
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LYDEAUS DISCONUS. 

Teandelayn was hy a name. 
Well fwyde fprong hys fame, 

Be north and be foutlie ; 
Myche he couthe of game. 
With fytole, fautrye yn fame, 

Harpe, fydele and crouthe. 
He was a noble dyfottr, ' 
Wyth ladyes of valour, 

A mery man of mouth* | 
He fpak to that njayde hende, 
To telle thyn eryude. 

Tyme hyt were nouthe. 

That mayde knelede yn bolle, 
Befote the knyghtes alle, 

And greet hem wyth honour, 
And feyde, A cas ther ya yfalle, 
Worfe wythyn walle 

Wat never non of dolour. 
My lady of Synadowne 
Is broght yn ftrong pryfon, 

That ys greet of valour, 
Sche prayd the fende her a knyght, 
With herte good and lyght, 

To wynne her with honour. 
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8 LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Up ftart the yoiige knyght, 
Hys herte was good and lyght, 

And feyde, Artour, my lord, 
I fchall too that fyght, 
And wynne that lady bryght, 

Yef thou art trcwe of word. 
Than feyde Artour, That ys fotb, 
Certayn without* noth, 

Thereto y here record ; 
God grante the grace and myght. 
To holde up that lady ryghte, 

Wyth dente of thy fword. 

Than gan Elene to chyde 
And feyde, Alas that tyde 

That i was hyder y fent, 
Thys word fchall fpryng wyde, 
Lord kyng now ys thy threde 

And thy manhod yfcbent. 
Wban thou fchalt fende achyld, 
That ys wytles and wylde, 

To dele thoghty dent, 
And haft knyghtes of mayn, 
Launcelel, Perceval, and Gaweyn, 

Prys yn ech tumement. 
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Lybeaus dcfconus anfwerde 
Yet was y never aferde 

For doute of mannys awe, 
To fyghte wyth fpere or fwerd, 
Some dell y have ylerde, 

Ther many men were yflawe. 
He that fleth for drede, 
I wolde, be way or ftrete, 

Hys body wer to-drawe ; 
I wyll the batayle take, 
And never on forfake, 

As hyt ys Artours lawe. 

'Than feyde Artour anon rygbt, 
Thou getcft none other knyght, 

Be god that boghte me ilere, 
Yef the thyngyth hym not wyght, . 
Go gete the on wher thou mygbt, 

That be of more pwere. 
That mayde, for wreththe and hete, 
Holde neydyr drynke ne ete, 

For alle tho that ther were, 
But fatte down all thys mayd, 
Tyll the table was ylayd, 

Sche and the dwerke yn fere. 
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10 LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Kyng Artour yn that ftounde 
Hetle of the table rounde 

Four the befte knyghles, 
la amies hole and founde, 
The befte that myghte be founde, 

Arrae Lybeaus anoon ryghtes. 
And feyde, thorgh helpe of Cryft, 
That in the Home tok baptyfte, 

He fchall holde all hys heghes, 
And he good champyoun 
To the lady of Synadoun, 

And holde up alle her ryghtes. 

To army thir knyghtes wer fayn, 
The ferfte was fyr Gaweyn, 

That other fyr Percerale, 
The thyrthe fyr Eweyn, 
The ferthde was fyr Agrafrayn; 

So feyth the Frenrfch tale* 
They cafle on hyro a fcherte of felk, 
A gypell as whyte as melk, 

In that femely fale ; 
And fyght an hawberk bryght, 
That rychely was adyght, 

Wyth m&yles thykke and finale. 
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LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Gaweyn hys owene fyre 
Heng abowte hys fwyre 

A fcheld with a gry ffoun, 
And Launcelet hym broght a fper, 
In werre with hym well to were, 

And alfo a fell fachoun. 
And fyr Oweyn hym broght a ftede, 
That was good at everych nede, 

And egre as lyoun, 
And an helm of ryche atyre, 
That was dele, and noon yre, 

Percevale fette on fays croon. 

The knyght to hors gan fpryng, 
And rod to Artour the kyiig, . . 

And feyde, My lord hende,. 
Yef me thy bleftyngt, ■-.- '; . . 
Anoon wythoute dweliynge, 

My wyll ys for to wende. 
Artour hys hond up faaf, 
And hys blefsynge he hym yaf, 

As korteys fcyng and hende ; 
And feyde, God grante the grace, 
And of fpede fpace, 

To brynge the lady out of bende. 
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12 LYBEAUS DISC0NU8. 

The mayde, ftout and gay, 
Lep oil her palfray, 

The dwerk rod hyr befyde : 
And tyll the thyrde day 
Upon the knyght alwey 

Ever iche began chyde. 
And feyde, Lorell and kaytyf, 
They thou wher worth fwjche fyfe, 

Ytynt now ys thy pryde ; 
Thys pafe before kepeth a knyght, 
That wyth ech man wyll fyght, 

Hys name ys fpronge wyde. 

Wylleam Celebronche, 

Hys fyght may no man (launch, 

He ys werrour fo wyth ; 
Thorugh herte, other thorugh nonche, 
Wyth hys fper he wyll launch* 

All that ayens hym ryghtte. 
Than feyd Lybeaus defconus, 
Is hys frghtynge fwych vysl 

Was he never yhytte I 
WhatfoeTer me betyde, 
To hym y wyll ryde, 

And loke how he fytte. 
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LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Forth the; iyden all tbre, 

Wy th merthe and greet folerapny to, 

Be a castell aunterous, 
And the knyght they gon yft, 
Iarmelh bryght of ble, 

Up on the Vale peryloua. 
He bar a feheld of greue, 
Wyth thre lyouns of gold fchene. 

Well prowde and precyous, 
Of wych lengell and trappes 
To dele ech man rappes 

Ever he wai fous. . 

And whan he hadde of hem fyght 
To hem he rod full ryght, 

And feyde, Welcome, beaufrer, 
Ho that rydyght her day other nyght 
Wyth me he (not take fyght, 

Other leva hys armea here. 
Well, feyde Lybeaus defcouut, 
For love of fwete Jhefuc, 

Now let us pafle ikere \ 
We haveth for to wende, 
And beth fer from our frende, 

I and thy* meyde yn fere. 
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14 LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Wylleam anfwerede tlio, 
Thou myght not ikapy To, 

So god gef tne good refte, 
We wylleth er thou go 
Fyghte bothe two 

A forlang her be-wefte. 
Than feyde Lybeeus, Now y fe 
That hyt neli non other be, 

In hafte tho dy belle. 
Thou take thy cours wyth fchafte, 
Yef thou art knyghl of crafte, 

For her es myn all prefte. 

No lengere they nolde abyda, 
Togedere they gonne ryde, 

Wyth well greet raodoun ; 
Lybeaus defconus that tyde 
Smot Wylleam yn the fyde 

Wyth a fper feloun. 
And Wylleam fat fo fefte 
That hys ftyropes lo-brafte, 

And hys hynder arfoun ; 
Wylleam gan to ftoupe 
Mjdde hys horfes kraope 

That he fell adoun. ' 
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LYBEAUS DBCONUS. 

Hys ftede ran away, 
Wyllearu ne naght longe lay, 

But Hart up anoon rygkt; 
And feyde, Re my fay, 
Before thjs ytke day 

Ne fond y non To wyght. 
Now my fled ys ago, 
Fyghte we a fote alfo, ■ 

As thou art liendy knyght. 
Tho feyde Lybeau defcouus, 
Be the love of Jheliis, 

Therto y am full lyght, 

Togedere they gone fpryng, 
Fan cb oun s by gonne out flyng. 

And foghte fell and fafte; 
So harde they gonne drynge 
That feer, without lefynge, 

Out of har helmea braftc. 
But Wylleam Selebraunche 
Lybeau defconus gan lonche 

Thorghout that icheld yn haftc, 
A kantell fell to grounde, 
Lybeau that ylke (lotinde 

In hys herte hyt kafie. 
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16 LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

Tfaanne Lybeaus wys and whyght 
Before hym as a noble knyght, 

As werrour queynte and fclegh, 
Haw berk and kreft yn fyght 
He made fie doun ryght 

Of Wylleames helm an hegh. 
And wyth the poynt of hys fwerd 
He fchavede Wylleam ys berd, 

And com hy fleffch ryght neygh ; 
Wylleam fmot to hym tho, 
That hys fword brail a-two, 

Tliat many man hyt feygh, 

Tho gan Wylleam to crye, 
For lore of feynt Marye, 

Alyve let me paffe ; 
Hyt wer greet vylanye 
To tho a knyght to deye 

Wepeneles yn place. 
Than feyde Lybeaus defconus, 
For love of fwete Jhefas, 

Of lyve. haft thou no grace, 
But yef thou fwere an oth, 
Erthan we twogoth, 

Ryght her before my face. 
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LYBEAUS D1SC0NUS. 

Iq hafte knele adoun, 
And fwer an my fachoun 

Thou i'chalt to A r tout wende, 
And fey, Lord of renoun, 
As overcome and pryfoun, 

A knyght me hyder gan fende. 
That ys yclepede yn us 
Lybeaus deiconus, 

Unknowe of keth and kende. 
Wylleam on knees doun fat, 
And fwor as he hym hat. 

Her forward word and ende. 

Thus departede they aHe, 
Wyllyam to Artours halle 

Tok the ryghte way ; 
As kas hyt began falle 
Knyghtes proud yn palle 

He mette that felve day. 
Hys fusteres fones thre 
Wher the koyghtes fre, 

That weren fo flout and gay, 
Wharni they fawe Wyllyam blede, 
As men that wold awyede, 

They made greet deray : 

VOL. II. C 
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18 LYBEAUS DISCONUS.' 

And feyde, Eem Wylleam, 
Ho hath doun the thys fcham, 

That thou bledeft fo yerae t 
He feyde, Be feynt Jame, 
On that ought to blame, 

A knyght fiout and fteroe. 

A dwerk ryght her before, 
Hys fquyer as he wore, 

And ek a well fayr wyght ; 
But othyng grevyth me fore, 
That he hath do me fwore, 

Upon hys fawchon bryght, 
That y ne fchall never more, 
Tyll y come Artour before, 

Sojourne day ne nyght, 
For prifoner i mot me yeld, 
As overcome yn feld, 

Of hys owene knyght, 
And never ayens hym here 
Nother fcheld ne fpere ; 

All this y have hym hyght. 

Thanne feyde the knyghtes thre, 
Thou fchalt full well awreke be, 
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For fothe wythout fi»yle ; 
He alotre ayens us thro 
Kys naght worth a lira 

For to holde batayle. 
Wend forth, eem, and do thyn othe. 
And the traytour, be the rothe, 

WefchuULymafaylej 
Right, be godes grace, 
Tfaer he thys Foreft paffe 

Thaugh he be dykke of mayle. 

Now lete we Wylyam be, 
That wente yn hys jorne. 

Toward Artour the kyng ; 
Of theft: knyghtes thre 
Harkeneth, lordynges fie,' 

A ferly fayr fyghtynge. 
They armede hem full well, 
Yn yren and yn ftel t 

Wythout ony dwellyng, 
And'leptede on ftedes fterae, 
And after gon yerne, 

To He that knyght fo yenge. 
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H*rof wyfte no wyght 
Lybeaus the yonge knyght, 

But rod forth pas be pas; 
He and that mayde bryght 
Togydere made all nyght 

Game and greet folai. 
Mercy by gan hym Clye 
Thai by fpak vylanye, 

He foryaf here that trespas,. 
De dwerke was her fquyer, 
And fervede her fer and ner, 

Of all that nede was. 

A morn, whan that hy t was day. 
They wente yn har jornay 

Toward Synadowne, 
Thanne law (hey knyghtes thre. 
In urines bryght of ble, 

Hyde out of Karlowne. 
All yarraed yn to the teth, 
Everych fwor hys detb. 

An ftedes baye browne, 
And cryde to hym fuU ryglit, 
Thef, turae agayn and fyght, 

Wyth the we denketh rounc. 
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Lybeaus defconus tho kryde, 
I am redy to ryde 

Ayens yow all yfarae. 
He prikede, as pryns yn pryfc, 
Hys ftede yn bothe fyde, 
In emeft and yn game. 
The eldefi brother gan bere 
To fyr Lybeaus a fpere, 

Syr Gower was hyg name, 
But Lybeaus hym fo nygb> 
That he brak hys thegh, 
And ever efte be wa* lame. 

The knyght gronede for payne, 
Lybeaus wytb myghf and mayne, 

Felde hym flat ad<nnm ; 
The dwerk Teondeleyn 
Tok the ftede be the rayne, 

And lep ynto the ariban : 
And rod hym alfo lket 
Ther that the mayde fet, 

That was fayr of fafoiro, 
Tho lough that mayde bryght, 
And feyde Thys yonge knyght 

Ys cbofe for champyoti. 
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The inyddell brother com yerne, 
Upon a ftede fteroe, 

Egre as lyoun, 
Hym thoghte hys body wold bertie. 
But he myght alfo yerne 

Fell Lybeaus adoun. 
A* werrour out of wy tte, 
Lybeaus on helm he fmyt, 

With a tell fachoun, 
Hys ftrolt fo hard he fet, 
Tborgh helm and basnet, 

That fword tochede hys croun. 

Tbo was Lybeaus agreved, 
Whan he ield on hedde 

That fword with egre node, 
Hys brond abowte he wevede, 
Ali that he hyt he clevede, 

As werrour wyld and wode. 
Alias, he feyde tbo, 
Oon ayent two 

To ryghte that ys good. 
Wei farto they finyte to hym, 
And he wyth ftrokes grym, 

Well barde ayens hem ftode. 
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LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 
Ho fawe thefe knygh tes, 
They ne hadde no rayghtes 
, To feghte ayens her to. 
To fyr Lybeaus they gon up-yelde 
Bothe har Tperys and har fchelde, 
And mercy cryde hym tho. 

Lybeaus anfwerede, Nay, 
The ne aflcapeth To away, 

Be god that fchop mankendt ; 
Thou and thy brederen tway 
Schull piyght her your fay, 

To kyng Artour to wenda j 
And fey. Lord of renounes, 
Aa overcome and pryfouns, 

A knyght us hyder gan fcndo, 
To dwelle yn your bandown, 
And yelde you tour and toun, 

Ay wy thou ten ende. 

And but ye wyllen tho fo 
Serte y fchall you flo, 

£r than hy t be nyght ; 
The knyghtes fweren tho 
They wolde to Artour go, 

And trewea ther they piyght. 
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Thus departede day, 
LybeaUs and that may, 

As they had den tyght ; 
Tyll the thyrde day 
They ryde yn game and play, 

He and that mayde bryght : 

And ever they ryden weft, 
In that wylde foreft, 

Toward Synadowne ; 
They nyfte what ham was beft 
Taken they woide refte, 

And myght not come to toun j 
A loggc they dyghte of laves, 
In the grene greves, 

With fwordes biyght and broune ; 
Therinne they dwellede all nyght, 
He and that maydo biyght, 

That was fo fay r of falbun ; 

And the dwerk gan wake, 
For noo thef pe fchuld take 

liar hors away with gyle; 
For drede he gan to quake, 
Tor gret fer he fawe make 

Thaimes half a myle. . 
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Arys, he feyde, yong knyght, 
To horfe that thou wer ydyghL 

For dowte of peryle; 
For i here greet boft, 
And fei fmelle rod, 

Be god and feynt Gyle. 

Lybeaus was flout end ier, 
And lepte on hys dastatr, 

Hente fcbelde and fpece; 
And rod toward the fyer, 
And whan iie he nyghede ner, 

Two geauntes he faw ther. 
That on was red and lothlych, 
And that other fwart as pycb, 

Grysly bothe of chere; 
That oon held yn hys barme 
A mayde yclepte yn hys arme, 

As brvght as blofle on brere. 

The rede geaunt ilerne 
A wylde boor gan terne 

Abowte upon a fpyte ; 
That fyer bryght gau berac, 
The mayde cryde yerne 

That fom man fchuld her thurwete : 
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And feyde, Wellaway ! 
That ever i bode thy* day, 

With, two fendes to fette ! 
Now help, Marie mylde, 
For love of thy divide. 

That y be naght foryette 1 

Than feyde Lybeaus, Be feynt Jame, 
To fave thys mayde fro fchame 

Hyt wer a fayr apryfe ; 
To fyght with botheyn fame 
Hyt wer no divides game, 

That bath fo grymme and gryfe. 
He tok hys cours wyth fchafte, 
As knyght of kende crafte, 

And rod be ryght afyfe; 
The Hake geaunt he finot fmert, 
Thorgh the lyver, longe, and herte. 

That never he myghte aryfe, 

Tho flawe that mayde fchene, 
And thankede hevene queue, 

That fwych focour her fente ; 
Tho com that mayde Elene, 
Sche and her dwerk y mene, 

And be the hond her hente ; 
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And ladde her ynto thegrews, 
Into that logge of leres, 

Wyth well good talent j 
And prayiie fwete Jhefus, 
Helpe Lybeaus defconus, 

That he wer naght yfchent. 

The rede geaunt thoie 

Smot to Lybeaus wyth the bore, 

At man that wold awede ; 
The ftrokes he fette fo fore. 
That hys curfere therfore, 

Deed to grounde yede. 
Lybeaus was redy boun, 
And lepte out of the arfoun, 

As fperk thogh out of glede ; 
And egre as a lyoun. 
He taught wyth hys fachoun, 

To quite the geauntes mede. 

The geaunt ever taught, 
And at the feconde draught, 

Hys Ipyte brak a two ; 
A tre yn honde he kaught, 
As a man that wer up-fawght 

To fyghte ayens hys fo. 
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And wy tii the ende of the In 
He froot Lybeaus fcheld a thro, 

And tho wu Lybeaus well wo ; 
And er he eft the tre up haf, 
A ftrok Lybeaus hym yaf, 

Hys rygh t arm fell hym fro. 

The gcaunt fall to grounde 
Lybeaus thai ylke fieunde 

Sraot of hys hedde ryght 
Hym that he yaf er woiinde 
Id that ylke ftounde, 

He fervede fo aplyght. 
He tok the heddct two, 
And yaf hem the mayden tho, 

That he hadde fore that fygat ; 
The mayde wai glad and blylhe, 
. And thonkede god fele fyde, 

That ever, was he made knyght. 

Than feyde Lybeaus, Genlyl dame, 
Tell me what ys thy name, 

And wher thou wer ybore. 
Sche feyde, Be feyut Jarae, 
My fader yg of ryche name, 

Woneth her before* 
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An erl, an bold kore knyjght,- 
That bath be a man of myght, 

Hy s name ys fyr Autore ; 
Men clepeth me Vyolette, 
For me tbefe geauntes befette 

Out castell fall yore: 

Yesterday yn the mornynge 
Y wente on my playnge, 

And noon evell ne thoughte, 
The geauutes, wythout lefynge, 
Out of a kave gonne fprynge, 

And to thya fytr me brought. 
Of hem y hedde ben yfchent, 
Me god me focour hadde y -fent, 

That all' thya world wrought ; 
He yeldede thys good dede 
That for us gan blede, 

And wyth hys blod us bought. 

Without ony more talkynge 
To horfe they gon fprynge, 

And ryde forth all yn fame; 
He tolde the erl tydynge 
How he wan yn fyghtynge 

Hys chyld fram wo and fchame. 
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The two heddes wer yfent 
Artour the kyng to prefent, 

With mochell gle and game; 
Thanne ferft yn court arc* 
Lybeaus defconus los, 

And hys gentyll fame. 

The erl Autore alfo blyve 
Profrede hys doftyr hym to wyve, 

Vyolette that may; 
And kasteles tew and tyre 
And all after hys lyre 

Hys lond to have for ay. 
Than feyde Lybeaus defconois, 
Be the love of fwete Jhefuv 

Naught wyve yet y ne may ; 
I have for to wende 
Wylh thys mayde fo hende. 

And therefore have good day. 

The erl, for hys good dede, 
Yaf hyra ryche wede, 

Scheld and armes brygbt ; 
And alfo a noble ftede, 
That doughty was of dede, 

In batayle and yn fyght. 
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They ryde forth all thre 
Toward the fayre cytS, 

Kardevyle for foth hyt hyght ; 
Thanne fawe they yn a park 
A castell ftout and lUrk, 

That ryally was adyght. 

Swych fcw they never non, 
Imade of lyme and ft on, 

Ikarneled all abowte ] 
Oo, feyde I.ybeaus, be feynt Jon, 
Her wer a wordly woo 

For man that wer yn dowte. 
Tho logh that mayde bryght, 
And feyde hyt owyth a knyght 

The befte her abowte ; 
Ho that wyll wyih hym fyght, 
Be hyt be day other nyght, 

He doth hym lowe lowte. 

For love of hys 1 era man, 
That ys fo fayr a woman, 

He hath do crye and grede ; 
Ho that bryngelh a fayryr oon, 
A jerfaukon whyt as fwan 

He fchall have to mede. ■ 
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Yef fche ys naght fo bryght, 
Wyth Gyfroun he mot fyght, 

And ye may not fpede; 
Hys bed fchall of be raft, 
And fette upon a fper fchaft, 

To fe yn le'ngtbe and bredc. 

And that thou mayft fe full well 
Ther (taut yn ech a karnell 

An hed other two uprygbt ; 
Than feyde Lybeaus alio fnell, 
Be god and feynt Mycbell, 

Wyth Gyftroun y fchall fyght J 
And chalaunge the jeifiiwjicon, 
And fey that y have yn this toun, 

A lemman to fo bryght ; 
And yef he her wyll fe, 
I wyll hym fchewy the, 

Be day other be nyght. 

The dwerk feyde, Be Jhefus, 
Gentyll Lybeaus defconus, 

That wer a greet pcryle, 
Syr Gyffroun le flowdotu 
In fyghtyng he hath an us 

Knyghtes to begyle. 
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Lybeaus mifwerede thar 
Therof have thou no kar ; 

Be god and be fey nt Gyle, 
I wo! 1 y f e fays face 
Er y weftward pace 

From thys cyte a myle. 

Wythoute a more refouhe 
They tok bar yn the toune, 

And dwellede ftyllc yn pefe ; 
A mom Lybeaus was boun 
For to Wynne rcnoun, 

And ros wythouta let : 
And artnede bym full fure. 
In that felve armure 

That erl Au tores was ; 
Hys ftede be began ftryde, 
The dwerk rod hym befyde, 

Toward that prowde psUys. 

Syr GyfEroun le fludou* 
Aros as was'hys uus, 

In the morn-tydej 
And whan be com out of fays hoot, 
Ha faw Lybeaus defconus 

Com prykyde at pryni yn pryde, 
■vol. ir. D 
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Wythoute a more abood 
And ayens bym he rod, 

And thus to bym he cryde, 
Wyth voys that was fchrylle ; 
Comyft thou for good, other for ylle t 

Tell me, and naght ne hyde. 

Than fey de Lybeaus al To- tyte, 
For y have greet delyte 

Wyth the for to fyght; 
For thou fey ft greet defpyte 
- That woman half Jo whyt 

As thy lemman be ne myght; 
And y have on yn toune, 
Fayryr of fasfyoune, 

In clothes whan fche ys dyght ; 
Therfore tby gerfawcoun 
To Artour the kyng wyth kronn 

Bryng y I'chall wyth ryght. 

Than feyde Gyfroun, Gentyll Itnyght, 
How fcholl we preve thys fyght, 

Whych of hem fayrer be i 
Lybeaus anfwerede aplyght, 
In Cardevyle cyte ryght, 

Ther ech man may hem fe ; 
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And bothe they fchuH he fette 
A rayddea the market, 

To lake on bothe bond and fre ; 
Yf ray lemman ys broun, 
To wynne the gerfawcoun 

Pyghte y wyll wyth the. 

Than feyde Gyfroun, al fo fnell, 
To all thys y graunte well, 

Thys day at underne-tyde ; 
Be god and be feynt Mychell, 
Out of thys castell 

To Karlof ifchall ryde. 
Har gloves up they held, 
In forward as y teld, 

As princes prowde yn pry do ; 
Syr Lybeaus al fo fnell 
Bod horn to hys castell, . 

No lenger he nolde abyde ; 

And commande mayde Elene, 
As femelekeft on to fene, 

Bufke her and make her boun: 
" I fay, be hevene queue, 
Gyffrouns lemman fchene 

This day fchall come to toun : 



Digitize by Google 



S$ LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

And bothe men you fchull yft, 
A mydward the cyte. 

Both body and fafouii ; 
Ycf thou be naght to bryght, 
Wyth Gyffroun i mot fyght, 

To wynne the ger&ucoun. 

Mayde Elene al to tyte, 
In a robe of famy te 

Anoon fche gan her tyre, 
To tho Lybeaus profyte 
In kevechers whyt, 

Arayde wyth gold wyre. 
A velvwet mantyll gay, 
Pelvred wyth grys and gray, 

Sche cafte abowte her fwyre, 
A fercle upon her molde, 
Of Hones and of golde, 

The beft yn that enpyre. 

Upon a pomely palfray 
Lybeaus fette that may, 

And ryden forth all thre ; 
Thanne ech man gan to fay, 
Her cometh a lady gay, 

And fetnelych on to fe. 
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Into the market fche rode, 
And hovede and abode, 

A inydward the cyte ; 
Than fygh they Gyffroun come ryde, 
And two fquyeres be hys Tyde, 

Wythout a more mayne. 

He bar the fcheld of goules, 
Of lylvcr thre why te oules, 

Of gold was the bordure, 
Of the felve colours, 
And of non other flowres, 

Was lyngell and trappura, 
Hys fquyer gan lede 
Before hym upon a ftede 

Thre fchaftes good and fore ; 
That other bar redy boun 
The why te gerfawcouu, 

That ley d was to wajour. 

After hym com ryde 
A lady proud yn pryde, 

Was clodeth yn purpel palle ; 
That folk com fer and wyde 
To fe her bak and fyde, 

How gentyll fche was and fmall. 
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Her mantyll was rofyne, 
Pelvred wyth ermyne, 

Well rychc and real! ; 
A fercle upon her molde, 
. Of (tones and of golde, 

Wyth many a juall. 

As the rofe her rode was red, 
The her fchon on hyr heed, 

As gold wyre fcbyneth bryght ; 
Ayder browe as felkenthrede, 
Abowte yn lengthe and yn brede, 

Myr tiofe was ft rath and ryght. 
Her eyen gray as ghs, 
Mclk-whyt was her face, 

So feyde that her fygh wyth fyght; 
Her (were long and fraall, 
Her beawte telle all 

No man wyth mouth ne rayght, 

Togedere men gon hem liryng 
A mydward the chepyng, 

Har beawte to dyfcryve ; 
They feyde, olde and yenge, 
For foth wythoute lefytig, 

Betwene hem was partye. 
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Gyffrouns temraan ys clere 
As ys the rofe yn erbere, 

For foth and naght to lye ; 
And Elene, the mesfeugere, 
Semeth but a lavenders 

Of her norferye. 

Than feyde Gyffroun le fludcras, 
Syr Lybeaos defconus, 

Thys hauk thou haft forlore ; 
Than feyde Lybeaus defconus, 
Nay fwbych nas never myn uus, 

Juily y well therfore. 
And yef thou bereft me doun, 
Tak my beed the fawkoun. 

As forward was before ; 
And yf y bere doun the, 
The hauk fchall wende wyth roe, 

Mangre thyn heed hpre; 

What help mo talea telld r . 
They ryden yn to the feld, 

And wyth ham greet partye ; 
Wyth coronals fief and ftelde, 
Eyther fmyt other in the fcheld, 

Wyth greet envye. 
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Har faftcs broke afonder, 
Mar dentes ferthe as thonder, 

That cometh out of tlie lky« ; 
Taborus and trorapours, 
Herawdes goode defcoverourt, 

Har flrokes gon defcrye. 

Syr Gyffroun gan to fpeke, 

Breng a fcliaft that nell naght breke, 

A fchaft wyth a cornall ; 
Thys youge ferly frek 
Ys yn hys fadell fieke, 

As ftoQR yn castell wall. 
Thaugh he wer whyght werrour, 
As Alyfatider, other Artour, 

Launcclot, other Perceval*, 
I wyll do hym ftoupe 
Over hys horfes croupe, 

And yeve hym evele fell. 

The knyghtes bothc two 
Togydeie they ryden tho, 

With well greet raundoun ; 
Lybeaus fmot Gyffrouh fo, 
That hys fcbeld fall hym fro, 

In that feld adoun. 
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Tho lough all that ther wes, 
And feyde wythoute les, 

Duke, erl, and baroun, 
That yet never they ne feygh 
Man that myghte dreygh 

To jufty wyth Gyfirouii. 

Gyflroun hys hora outryt, 
And wis wode out of wyi, 

For he myghte naght fpedc ; 
He rod agayn as tyd, 
And Lybeaus To he fmy t, 

As man that wold a wede. 
But Lybeaus fat fo fafte, 
That Gyffrouu doun he calte, 

Bolhe hym and hys ftede ; 
Gyffrounys legge to-brak, 
That men herde the knik, 

Aboute yn lengths and brede. 

Tho feyde all tho that ther wore, 
That Gyffroun hadde forlore, 

The whyte gerfawkoun; 
To Lybeaus thay byra bore, 
And wente, laffe and more, 

Wyth hym ynto the toune. 
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Syr Gyffroun, upon hys fcheld, 
Wu ybore bom fram the feld, 

Wyth care and mf 'nil roun ; 
The gerfawkouu yfent wu, 
Be a knygbt that hyght Gludas, 

To Artour kyng wyth kroun. 

And wryten all the dede 
Wyth hyin he gan lede, 

The hauk how that he wan ; 
Tho Artour herde hyt rede, 
To hys knygbtes he feyde, 

Lybeaus well werry kan. 
He hath me Tent the valour 
Of noble dedes four 

Sethe he fcrft began ; 
Now wyll y fende hym trefour, 
To fpendy wyth honour, 

As falleth for fwych a man. 

And hundred pound honeft 
Of floryns wyth the beft 

He fente to Cardelof than ; 
Tho Lybeaus held hys fefte, 
That fourty dayes lefte, 
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Of lordes of renoun. 
Than Lybeaus and that may 
Token liyr rygbte way 

Toward Synadowne. 
And foyre her leve token thay, 
To weode ynto another contray, 

Of duk, erl and baroun ; 
As they ryden an a lowe, 
Homes herde ihey blowe, 

Ther unther the doone ; 

And houndes ronne greet and fmale, 
Hontes grette yn the vale 

The dwerke feyde that drowe 
For to telle foth my tale, 
Fele yeres ferly fale 

That horn well y thede knowe. 
Hym blowy tli fyr Otes de I-yle, 
That fervede ray lady fom whyle, 

In her femyly faie, 
Whanne he was take wyth gyle 
He flawc for greet peryle 

Weft ynto Wyrhole. 
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At they rydc tslkynge 

A neb ther com flyngynge 

Overtwert the way, 
Thanne feyde old and yynge, 
From her ferft gynnynge, 

They ne (awe hood never To gay. 
He was of all colours 
That man may fe of floors, 

Betwene Mydfomer and May ; 
That mayde fayde al fo well, 
Ne faw y never no juell 

So lykynge to my pay : 

God wold that y hym anghte ! 
Lybeaus anoon hym kaghte, 

And yaf hym to mayde Elene ; 
They ryden forth all yn faglit, 
And tolde how knyghtet (aght, 

For ladyes bryght and fchene. 
Ne hadde they ryde but a whyle, 
The mouatance of a myle, 

In that foreft grene. 
They fawe an hynde com ftyke, 
And two grehoundes ylyke, 

Be that rech that y er of mene. 
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They hovede unthet a lyode, 
To fe the cours of the hynde, 

I.ybeans and hys fere ; 
Thaone feygh they come byhynde 
A knyght idodeth yn Ynde, 

Upon a bay destrere. 
Hys bugle be gan to-blowe, 
For hys folk hyt fchuld knowe 

In what fiede he wer ; 
He feyde to hem that throve, 
Syr, thai rach was myn owe, 

Ygon for fevene yere : , 

Frendes, leteth hyra go. 
Lybeauus anfwerede tbo, - 

That fcball neter betyde, 
For wyth myn handes two 
I hym yaf that mayde me fro 

That hoveth me befyde. 
Tho feyde fer Otes de Lyle, 
Than artow yn peryle, 

Byker yef thou abyde. 
Tho feyde Lybeauus, Be feynt Gyle, 
I ne yeve naght of thy gyle, 

Cherll, though thou chyde. 
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Thau feyde fyr Otes de Lyle, 
Syr, thya wordes belh fyle, 

Cherll was never ray name; 
My fader an erll was whyle, 
The'counteiTe of Karlyle 

Certea was. my dame. 
Wer ych yarmed now, 
Redy as art thou, 

We wolde feyghte yn lame ; 
But thou the rach me leve, 
Thou pleyyft, er hyt be eve, 

A wonder wylde game. 

Tho feyde Lybeauus alfo prefi, 
Therof tho thy beft, 

Thys rach fchall wyth me wende. 
They tok har way ryght weft, 
In that wylde foreft, 

Ryght as the dwerk hem kende. 
The lord wyth greet errour 
Rod hom to hys tour, 

And after hys frendes fends, 
And tolde hem anon' ryghtes 
That on of Artourys knyghtes 

Schamelych gan hym fchende ; 
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And hadde hys rach ynomc, 
Thaime feyde allc and fome, 

The tmytour fchall be take, 
And never ayen horn come, 
Thaugh he wer thoghtyer gome, 

Than Launcelet dfi Lake. 
Tho dyghte they hem all to armes, 
Wyth fwerdcs and wyth gyfarmes, 

As werre fchold awake ; 
Knytes and fquyeres, 
Lepte on her destrerys, 

For har lordes fake. 

Upon an hell well hyghe 
Lybeauus ther they fyghe, 

He rod pas be pas ; 
, To by m they goo crye, 
Traytour, thou fchalt dye, 

For thy wykkede trespas. 
Syr Lybeauus ayen beheld 
How fulfelde was the ield, . 

So greet peple ther was ; 
He Tayde, Mayde Elene, 
"For our rach, y wene, 

Us cometli a karfull cas. 
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I rede that ye drawe 
Into the wode fchawe, 

Your heddcs for to hydc ; 
For y am fwyde fawe, 
Tliaugh ych fcbulde be flawe, 

Bykere of hem y woll abyde. 
Into the wode they rode, 
And Lybeauus theroute abothe, 

As aunterous knyght yn pryde ; 
Wyth bowe, and wyth arblafie, 
To hym they fchote fafte, 

And made hym woundes wyde.- 

Lybeauus ftede ran, 

And bar doun liors and man, 

For nothyng tiolde he fpare ; 
That peple feyde than, 
Thys ys fend Satan, 

That mankende wyll forfare. 
For wham Lybeauus arafte 
After hys ferftc drawghte 

He Hep for everntare : 
But fone he was befette 
As theer ys yu a nette 

Wyth gryraly wondes fare. 
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Twelfknyghtesallpreft 
He faw come yn the foreil, 

In arrnes cler and btyght; 
Al day they hadde yreft, 
And thought yn that foreil, 

To He Lybeauus the knyght. 
Of fate were all twelfe, 
That on was the lord hymfelf, 

In ryme to rede aryght ; 
They fmyte to hym all at ones. 
And thoghte to brake hys bones, 

And felle hym doun yn fyght, 

Tho rnyghte men her dynge, 
And fwordes lowde rynge, 

Among hem all yn fere ; 
So harde they gonne thrynge, 
The fparkes gonne out fprynge, 

Fram fcbeld and helmes clere. 
Lybeauus (lough of hem thre, 
And the four gonne to fie, 

And thorft naght nyghhe hym nere, 
The lord dwellede yn that fchour, 
And hys Tones four, 

To felle har lyves there, 
vol,, ii. £ 
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Ther roune tbo rappes ryve, 
He ayens hem fyve, 

Faught as he were wod ; 
Neygh doun they gonne hym dryve, 
As water doth of clyve, 

Of hym ran the blode. 
As he was neygh yfpylt, 
Hys fwerd braft yn the hylt, 

Tho was he mad of mode ; 
The lord a ftrolc hym fette, 
Through helm and basnet, 

That yn the fcheld hyt ftode. 

Afwogh he fell adoun, 
An hys hynder arfoun, 

As man that was mate ; 
Hys fomen were well bouu, 
To perce bys acketoun, 

Oypell, mayl, and plate. 
As he gan fore fmerte, 
Up he pullede hys herte, 

And keverede of hys ftate ; 
An ex he henteall boun, 
At hys hynder arfonn, 

Allmeft hym thoughte to late. 
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Thau befterede he hym as a knyght, 
Thre ftedes heoddes doun ryght, 

He finot at ftrokes thre ; 
The lord faw that fyght, 
And on hys courier lyght, 

Awey he gan to fie, 
Lybeauus no lenger abode, 
But aftyr hym he rode, 

And unther a chefieyn tie, 
Ther he hadde hym quelthe, 
But the lord hym yeld 

At hys wylle to be. 

And be fertayne extents 
T refour, load, and rente, 

Castell, halle, and bour, 
Lybeauus therto confente 
In forward that he wente 

To the kyng Artour, 
And feye, Lord of renoun, 
As overcome and pryfoun 

Y am to thyne honour. 
The lord grauntede to hys wylle 
Bothe lowthe and ftylle, - _ 

And ledde hym to hys bour. 
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A noon that mayde Eletio, 
Wyth geotyll men fyftene 

Was fet to that caatell 
Sche and the dweike bydenc 
Tolde dedes kene 

Of Lybeauus how hyt foil. 
Swycbe prefentes foui 
He hadde yfent kyng Artour, 

That he wan fay r and well ; 
The lord was glad and bly the, 
And thonketh fele fyde 

God and feynt My cheJL 

Now refte we her awhyle 
OffyrOtesdeLyle, 

And telle we other tales. 
Lybeauus rod many a myia, 
Among aventurus fyle, 

In Yrland and yn Wales. 
Hyt befell yn the month of June, 
Whan the fenell hangeth yn tons, 

Grene yn femely fales, 
Thys fomerys day ys long, 
Mery ys the fowles fong, 

As notes of the nyghtyngajes, , 
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That tyme Lybeautts com ryde, 
Be a ryver fyde, 

And faw a greet cyte, 
Wyth palys prowd yn pryde, 
And castelles heygh and wyde, 

Wyth gales greet plente. 
He axede what hyt hyghL 
The mayde feyde anon ryght, 

Syr, y telle hyt the, 
Hen clepeth hyt Yledor, 
Her hath be fyghtynge mor 

Thanne owner yn any countr*. 

For a lady of prys, 

Wyth rode rede as rofe on ryfe, 

Thys countre ys yn dowte ; 
A geannt harte Mauugyt, 
Nowher hys per thei nys, 

Her hathe be leyde abowte. 
He ys blak as ony pych, 
Mower ther ys nou fwych, 

Of dede Heme and ftoate; 
Ho that pafsetb the bregge 
Hys armes he mot legge, 

And to the geannt alowto. 
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Tho feyde Lybeauus, Mayde hende, 
Schold y wonde to wende, 

For hys dentys ylle ; 
Yf god me grace fcnde, 
Er thys day come to ende, 

Wyth fyght y fchall hym fpyile. 
I have yfeyn grete okes 
Falle for wyndes ftrokes, 

The fmale ban ftonde ftylle; 
They y be yyng and lyte, 
To hym yyt wyll y fmyte 

Do god all hys wylle. 

They ryden forth all thre 
Toward that fayre cyte, 

Me clepeth hyt Ylledore; . 
Mauugeys they gonne yfi 
Upon the bregge of tre, 

Bold as wylde bore. 
Hys fcheld as blakke as pych, 
Lyngell armes trappur was fwych, 

Thre mamtnettes therynne wore, 
Of gold gaylyth ygeld, 
A fchafte an honde he held, 

And oo fcheld hym before. 
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He cryde to hym yn defpyte, 
Say, thou felaw yn whyt, 

Tell me what art thou, 
Tome horn agayn all To tyt, 
For thy owene profit, 

Yef thou lovede thy prow. 
Lybeauus feyde anoon ryght, 
Aitour made me knyght, 

To hym i made a vow, 
That y ne fchulde never tunic bak, 
Therfore, thou devell yn blak, 

Make the redy now. 

Syr Lybeaus and Maugys, 
On ff edes prowde of prys, 

Togedere ryde full ryght; 
Bothe lardes and ladyes 
Leyn out yn pomet touris 
- Tofe thatfely fyght; 
And prayde wyth good wyll, 
Bothe lode and ftyll, 

Helpe Lybeauus the knyght j 
And that fyle geaunt, 
That levede yn Termagaunt, 

That day to deye yn fyght. 
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Har fcheldes brooke afonder, 
Har denies ferd as donder, 

The peces gonne out fprynge j 
Ech man hadde wonder 
That Lybeauus ne hadde ybe Wither, 

At the ferft gynnyng. 
Thanne d rough dey fwordet bothe, 
As men that weren wrothe, 

And gonne togedere dynge; 
Lybeauus iinot Mauugys fo, 
That hy> fcheld fell hym fro, 

And y ii to the fcld gan flynge, 

Maugys was queynte and quede. 
And fmot of the fledes heed, 

That all fell out the brayne; 
The ftede fell doune deed, 
Lybeauus nothyng ne fede, 

Bot ftart hym up agayn. 
An ax he hente boun, 
That beng at hys arlbun, 

And fmot a ftrok of mayu ; 
Thorugh Maugys fiedes fwyie. 
And forkarf bon and lyre, 

That heed fell yn the playn. 
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Afote they gonne to fyghte, 
As men that wer of rayghte, 

The ftrokes betwene hem two 
Defcryve no man ne myghte. 
For they wer unfyght, 

And eyder othres fo. 
Fram the our of pryme 
Tyll hyt was evefong tyme 

To fyghte they wer well thro \ 
Syr Lybeauus durftede fore, 
And feyde Maugys thyn ore, 

To drynke lette me go : 

And y fchall graunte the 
What bone thou byddeft me, 

Swych cas yef that be tyt ; 
Greet fchame hyt wold be 
For durfte a knyght to He, 

And no mare profyt. 
Maugys grauntede hys wyll, 
To drynke all hys fyll, 

Wythout any defpyte ; 
As Lybeauus ley on the bank, 
And thorugh hes helm he drank, 

Maugys a ftrok hym fmyt. 



Digitize by Google 



5t LYBEAUS DISCONUS. 

That yn the ryver he fell, 
Hys armes echadell, 

Was weet and ewll adyght ; 
But up be ftart fncl!, 
And feyde, Be feynt Mychelt, 

Now am y two fo lyght. 
What wendell thou, fendes fere ? 
Uncryftenede that were 

Tyll y raw the wyth fyght; 
I fchall for thys baptyfe 
Ryght well quyte thy fervyfe, 

Thorugh grace of god almyght, 

Thaune newe fyght they began, 
Eyther tyll other ran, 

And delede denies ftrongj 
Many a gentylman, 
And lad yes whyt as fwan, 

For Lybeaus handes wrong. ■ 
For Maugys yn the feld 
Forkarf Lybeauua fcheld, 

Wyth dente of armes long ; 
Thanne Lybeauus ran away, 
Titer that Maugys fcheld lay, 

And up he gan hyt range. 
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And ran agayn to hym 
Wyth ftrokes ftout and grym, 

Togydere they gonne al'ayle* 
Befyde that ryver brym 
Tyll hyt derkede dym 

Betwene hem was batayle. 
Lybeauus was werrour wyght, 
And fmot a ftrok of myght, 

Thorugh gypell, plate, and mayli ; 
Forthwyth the fcholder bon 
Maugya arm fyll of anoon, 

Into the feld fauna fayle. 

The geaunt thys gan fe 
Iflawe that he fchulde be, 

And flaugh wyth myght and mayn. 
Lybeauus after gan fle, 
Wyth fterne ftrokea thre, 

And fmot hys bak atweyn. 
The geaunt ther beleveth 
Lybeauus fmot of hys heved, 

And of the batayle was fiiyn. 
He wente ynto the toun 
Wyth feyr procesfioun, 

That folk com hym agayn. 
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A lady, whyt as flour, 

That hyghte la dame d'amon, 

A (tag hym feyr and well ; 
And thanked e hys honour, 
That he was her focour, 

Ayens the geaunt fo fell. 
To chambre fche gan hym lede, 
And dede of all hys wede, 

And clodede hym yn pell ; 
And proferede hym wyth ward 
For to be her lord, 

In cyte and castell. 

Lybeauus grauntede yn hafte. 
And love to her he cafte, 

For fche was bryght and fcheoe ; 
Abu he ne hadde y be chaft 1 
For aftyrward at laft, 

Sche dede hym greet tene. 
For twelf raonthe and more 
Ly beau us dwellede there, 

And mayde Elene ; 
That never he myghte out-breke, 
' For to help a wreke 

Of Syoadowne the quene. 
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For thys fayr lady 
Kow the moch of forcery, 

More then other wycches fyfe ; 
Scbe made hym melodye, 
Of all manere ineuft racy, 

That man myghte defcryvc. 
Whan he feygh her face, 
Hym thought he was 

In Paradya alyve ; 
Wyth fiuitafme, and fayrye, 
Thus fche blerede hys yye, 

That evell mot fche thryve. 

Tyllhytfellonaday, 
Ha mctte Elene that may, 

Wythinne the castell tour ; 
To hym fche gan to fay, 
Syr knyght, thou art fals of fay, 

A yens the kyng Artour. 
For love of a woman, 
That of forcery kan, 

Thou dooft greet dyshonour; 
The lady of Synadowne 
Longe lyght yn prifoun, 

And that ys greet dolour. 
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Lybeauus herd her fo fpeke, 
Hym thought hys hert wold brck«, 

For forow and for fchame ; 
And at a poiterne unfieke 
Lybeauus gan out-breke 

Fram that gentyll dame ; 
And tok wyth hym hys ftede, 
Hys fcheld, and hys ryche wede, 

And ryde forth all yfame ; 
Her ftyward (tout and Heme, 
He made hys fquyere, 

Gyfflet was hys name : 

And ryde, as fail as they may, 
Forth yn her jomay, 

On ftedes bay and browne ; 
Upon the thyrdde thay 
They faw a cytt; gay, 

Me clepeth hyt Synadowne. 
Wyth castell heygh and wyde, 
And palys prowd yn pryde, 

Werk of fay r fasfoune ; 
But Lybeauus defconus 
He hadde wonder of an uus 

That he faw do yn toune. 
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For gore, and fen, and full waft, 
That was out ykali, 

Togydere they gaderede y wys ; 
Lybeairos axede yn halt, 
Tell me, mayde chaft, 

What amounteth thys. 
They taketh all that hore, 
That er was oat ybore, 

Me thyngeth they don a mys, 
Thanne feyde mayde Elcne, 
Syr, wythouten wene, 

I fchalle the telle how yt ys. 

No knyght fo* neffche oe bard, 
They he fchold be'forfard, 

Ne geteth her non oftell, 
For love of a llyward, 
Men clepeth hym fyr Lambard, 

Constable of tbys castell. 
Ryde to that ell: gate, 
And axede thyn in themte, 

Bo the fayre and well ; 
And er he bete thy nede, 
Juftes he wyll the bede, 

By god and feynt Mychell. 



Digitize by Google 



6* LTBEAUS DISCONUS. 

And yf he beryth the doun, 
I Iys trmnpys fchull be boun, 

Har hemes for to blowe ; 
And thorughout Synadowiie, 
Bothe may denes, end garafoun, 

Fowyll fen fehult on the throve : 
And tbaone to thy lyves endc, 
In whett liede that thow wende, 

For coward werft thou knowe, 
And thus may kyng Artour 
Lefe hys honour, 

Thorugh thy dede flowe. 

Than feyde Lybeauus al fo tyt, 
That wer a greet dyfpyt, 

For any man alyre ; 
To tho Artour profyt, 
And make the lady quy t, 

To hym y wyll dryve. 
Syr Gyff lette, make the yare I — 
Thyder we wyllyth fare, 

Haflely and blyve. 
They ryde the ryght gate. 
Even to the castell- yate, 

Wyth fayre fchaftes fyfe. 
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And at the fayr castell 
They axede her ostell. 

For aunteroiu Inyghtes ; 
The porter, fcyre and well, 
lette ham yn al to fnell, 

And axede anon ryghtes : 
Ho ys yowre governowre f 
They feyde, Kyng Artour, 

That ys man moft of myghtes ; 
And welle of curtefye, 
And dowr of chyvalrye, 

To felle hys ton yn fyghtes. 

The porter profytable, 
To hys lord the conftable 

Thus hys tale tolde. 
And wythoute fable, 
Syr, of the rownde table 

Beth come knyghtes bolde ; 
That beth armed Aire 
In rofe-reed armure, 

Wyth thre lyouns ofgoldj 
Lambard therof was fayn, 
And fwore oth fertayn, 

Wyth hem jufle he wolde. 
vor.. II. F 
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And bad hem make yare, 
Ij»to;the fell! to fare, 

Wythoute the castetl gate j 
The porter nold naght ("pare, 
As grebound doth the hare, 

To bam he ran full wata. 
And feyde anon ryghtes, 
Ye aunterous knyghtes, . 

For nothyng ye ne late ; 
Loketh your fcheldes be flrong, 
Your fchaftes good and long, 

Your foket and fauaplate. 

And lydelh ynto the feld, 
My lord, wyth fper and fcheld, 

Cometh wyth yow to play. 
Lybeauus fpak wordes bold, 
That ye a tale y told, 

Well lykyngc unto ray pay. 
Into the felde they ryde, 
And hovede and abyde, 

As beft broght to bay ; 
The lord of fente bys fled*, 
Hys fchetd, hys ryche wede, 

Hys atyre was ftout and gay. 
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Hys fell eld was of gold fyn, 
The bores heddes theriime, 

As blak as brond y brent; 
Hie bordur of ermyne, 
Kas noq, fo queynte of gyn, 

From Kartell ynto Kehe. 
And of the fame paynture 
Was lyngell and trappnre 

Iwroght well fayre and gent ; 
Hys fchaft was ftrong wytbatl, 
Theron a fief coronall, 

To dely doghty dent. - 

And whane that ftout ftywurd, 
That hyghte fyr Larabard, 

Was armede at all lyghtes, 
He rood to the feld ward, 
Lyght as a lybard, 

Ther hym abyde the knyghiet. 
He fmote his fchaft yn grate, 
Alraoft hym thought to late, 

Whannehe feygh hem wyth fyghte; 
Lybeanus rood to hym than, 
Wyth a fchaft all fquare, 

As man molt of myghta. 
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Eyther fmot other yn the fcheH, 
The peces fell ynto the fold, 

Of her fcliaftes fchcne ; 
All tho that hyt beheld, 
£ch man to other teld, 

The yonge knyghte ys kene. 
lam hard was afchamed fore, 
So nas he never yn feld before, 

To wyte and night to wene ; 
He cryde, Do come & Aranger fchafi, 
Yyf Artours knyght kan craft, 

Now hyt fchall be fene. 

Tho he tok a fchaft rcmnde, 
Wyth cornall fcharp ygrounde, 

And ryde be ryght refoun j 
Ayder provede yn that ftounde 
To yeve other dedys wounde, 

Wyth fell hcrte as lyoim. 
Lambard fmot Lybeauua fo 
That hys fcheld fell hyra fro, 

Into the feld adoun ; 
So harde he hym hytte, 
Unnelhe that he myghte fytte 

Upryght yn hys arfoun. 
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Hys fchaft brak wyth grat power, 
Lybeauus hyt'te Lambard yn the kuncer 

Of hys helm fo bryght ; 
Tliat pyfane, aventayle, and gorgere, 
Fell ynlo the fell J fer, 

And fyr Lambard upryght 
Sat, and rokkede yn by* fadell, 
As chyld doth yn a kradell, 

Wythoute mannys myght; 
Ech man tok other be the hod, 
And gonne for to herye good 

Borgays, baroun, and knyght. 

Ay en to ryde Lambard thought, 
Another helm hym was brought, 

And a fchaft unmete ; 
Whan they togydere mette, 
Ayder yn other fcheld hytte, 

Strokes grymly gree te. 
Syr Lambardys fchaft to-braft, 
And fyr Lybeauus fat fo fafte 

In fadelys as they fetten, 
That the ityward, fyr Lambard, 
Fell of hys ftede bakward, 

So harde they two metten. 
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Syr Lambard was ashamed fore, 
Than feyda Ly be*uua, .Wyltow mart I 

And he anfweredu, Nay; 
Never fethe y yrae yboiv, 
Ne fygh ycome her before 

So redy a knyght to my pay, 
A thoghth y have royn herte wytliinne, 
That thou art com of Gawenys kynne. 

That ys fo flout and gay ; 
Yef thou fchalt for my lady fyght, 
Well come to me, fyr, thou knyght, 

In love and fykyr fay. 

Lybeauus anfwerede fylyriy, 
Feyghte y fchall for a lady, 

Be hefte of kyng Artour j 
But y not wherfore ne why, 
Np who her doth fwych vylany, 

Ne what ys her dolour. . 
A mayde, that ys her mesfengere, 
And a dwerke me brought her, 

Her to do focour ; 
The conflable feyde, Well founds, 
Noble knyght of the table rournle, 

Iblefled be feyut Savour. 
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Anon that inayde Elena , 
Was fette wyth knyghtes ten, 

Before fy r Lombard ; 
Bche and the dwerk y mene . 
Tolde feven dedes kene, 

That he dede dydyrwafd j 
And how that fyr Ly beau us 
Faught wyth fele fchrewys, 

And for no deth ne fpared ; 
Lombard was glad and blythe, 
And thonkede fele fyde, 

God and feynt Edward. 

Anon, wyth mylde chere, 
They fete to the fopere, 

Wyth moch g!e and game; 
Lam bard and Ly beau us, yn fere, 
Of aventurs that ther wer 

Talkede bothe yn fame. 
Than feyde Lybeauus, Syr Conftable, 
Tell me wythout fable, 

What ys the knyghtes name, 
That halt fo yn prifouna . 
The lady of Synadovrae, 

That ys fo gentyll a dame. 
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" Nay; fyr, knyght ys he non, 
Be god and be feynt Jon, 

That dorft away her lede ; 
Two clerkes beth her fon, 
Well fats of fleOch and boo, 

That haveth ydo thys dede. 
Hyt beth men of maystrye, 
Clerkes of nygremanfye, 

Hare artes for to rede ; 
Syr Maboun hatte that other, 
And fyr Irayn hys brother, 

For wham we beth yn drede. 

Thys Yrayn and Maboun 
Have imade of our toun 

A palys qneynte of gynne ; 
Ther nys knyght ne baroun, 
Wyth herte harde as lyoun, 

That thorite come therinne. 
Thys ys be nvgremauncye, 
Ymaketh of fay rye, 

No man may hyt wyime ; 
Therinne ys yn pryfoun, 
The lady of Synadowne, 

Ys come of koyghteB kynne. 
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Ofte we hereth her crye, 
But her to fe wyth eye 

Therto have we no rayghte ; 
They doth her turmentrye, 
And all vylanye, 

Be dayes and be nyght. 
Thys Maboun and Irayn 
Haveth fwor deth certayn, 

To dethe they wyll her dyghtej 
But fche graunte hem tylle 1?$0 

To do Mabounnys wylle, 

And yeve hem all her ryght. 

Of alle thys dukdom feyr 
That ylke lady ys eyr ; 

And come of khyghtes kenne ; 
Sche ys meke and boneyre, 
Therfore we beth in defpeyre, 

That fche be dyght to fynne. 
Than feyde Lybeautis defconus, 
Be the grace of Jhefus, 1730 

That lady y fchall wynne 
Of Maboun and Yrayn ; 
Schame i fchall, certayne, 

Hem bo the wythout and wythinne. 
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Tho toke they bar refle, 
Iq lykynge as hem lcftc. 

In the castell that : nyght ; 
A morow Lybeaus hym preft 
In armes that wer bed, 

And freflch he was to fyght. 
Lombard ladde hym forth well what*, 
And broghte hym at the castell gate, 

And fond hyt open ryght. 
No ferther ne dorfte hym brynge, 
For foth wyihout lefynge, 

Erll, baroun, ne knyght. 

But turaede hom agayn, 
Save fyr Gylet hys fwayn 

Wolde wyth hym ryde ; 
He fwor his olh ferteyn, 
He wold fe hare brayn, 

Yf they hym wold abyde. 
To the castell he rod, 
And hovede and abod, 

To Jhefu bad and tolde, 
To fende hym lydynge glad. 
Of nam that longe had 

That lady yn pryfoun holde. 
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Syr Lybeauus knyght certcys 
Rod ynto the palys, 

And at the halle alyghte ; 
Trorapes, fchalmufes, 
He feygh be for the hyegh deyi 
- Stonde yn hys fyghtc. 
Amydde the halle flora 
A fere ftark and ftore 

Was lyght and brende biyght, 
Nere the dore he yede, 
And ladde yn hys ftede. 

That wont was helpe hym yn fyght 

Lybeauus inner gan pace, 
To fe ech a place, 

The hales yn the halle, 
Of mayne mor ne laffe 
Ne fewe he body ne face 

Bnt menftrales yclodeth yn palle. 
Wyth harp, fydele, and rote, 
Orgenes, and mery note, 

Well mery they maden alle; 
Wyth fytole, and fawtrye, 
So moche melodye 

Was never wylhkne wafle. 
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Before ech men ft rale ftod 
A torche fay re and good, 

Brennynge fayre and brygb t ; 
loner more he yode, 
To wyte wyth egre mode 

Ho fchotde wyth hym fyghte. 
He yede ynto the corneres, 
And lokede on the pylers, 

That felcouth wor of fyghte, 
Of jafper, and of fyn crystal], 
Swych was pylers and wall, 

So rychere be ne myghte. 

The thores wer of bras, 
The wyndowes wer of gtas, 

Horyfseth wyth imagery e, 
The halle ypaynted was, 
No rychere never ther nas, 

That he hadde feye wyth eye. 
He fette hym an that deys, 
The meuftrales wer yn pes, 

That were go good and trye, 
The torches that brende bryght 
Quenched e anon ryght, 

The menfirales wer awcyc. 
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D ores and wy ndo wes alle 
Bcten yn the halle, 

As hyt wer voys of thunder ; 
The (tones of the walle 
Over hym gon feUc, 

That thought hym raych wonther. 
That deys began to fchake, 
The erthe began to quake, 

As he fatte hym under ; 
The rof abone unlek, 
And the faunfere ek, 

As hyt wolde afonder. 

As he fat thus dysmayde, 
And held hymfelf betrayde, 

Stedes herde he naye. 
Thanne was he bette ypayd, 
And to hymfelf he fayd, 

Yet y hope to playe. 
He lokede ynto a feld, 
Thet he fawe, wyth lper and fcheld, 

Come ryde knytes tweye; 
Of purpur Inde armure 
Was lyngell and trappure, 

Wyth gold garlandys gay. 
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That on rod ynto the halle, 
And ther he gan to kalle, 

Syr knyght auriferous, 
Swych cas ther ys befalle, 
Thaugjh thou be proud yn palle, 

Fyghte thou moll wyth m. 
Queynte thou art of gynne, 
Yf thou that lady wynne, 

That ys To precyous, 
Tho feyd Lybeauus, anon ryght, 
All freffch i am to fyght, 

Thorugh help of fwcte Jhefus, 

Lybeauus wyth goodwyll 
Into hys fadell gan ikyll, 

And a launce yn hond he bent ; 
Quyk he rod hem tyll, 
In feld hys fon to fell, 

Therto was hys talent. 
Togedere whan they raette 
Upon har fcheldea they fetta 
- Strokes of thoughty dent: 
Mabounys fchaft to-braft, 
Tho was he fore agaft, 

And held hymfelf yfcheat 
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And wyth that ftrok feloun, ■ 
Lybcauus bar hym adoun 

Over hys horfes tayle, 
For hys hynder arfoun 
To-brak end f y 11 adoun 

In that feld fauna f&yie. 
And neygh he badde hyiri fclayn, 
Wyth that come ryde Yrayn 

Wyth helm, hauberke and raayte, 
All freffch hq was to fygiit, 
He thought wyth mayn and niyghf. 

Syr Ly beau as for to ai«yh;. 

Ly beauus of hym was w«r, 
And fper to hym he bar, 

And lette hys brother ftyHe ; 
Swych dent he fmot dar 
That hys hauberbe to-tar, 

And that lykede Yrayn ylle. 
Har launces they brak atwo, 
Swerdes they through out t&o, 

Wyth herte grym and grylle, 
And gonne for to fyghte, 
Eyder prevede hys raygbt 

Other for to fpylle. 
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As they togedere hewe 
Maboun the mare fchrewe 

In feld up aros ; 
He fawe and well knew 
Thai Yrayn fmot dentys fewe, 

Therfore hyra grym agros. 
To Yrayn he ran ryght, 
To helpe He yu fyght 

Lybeauus that was of noble lot ; 
But Lybeauus faugh t wyth hem bothe, 
Thaugh they wer raver fo wrothe, 

And kepte hymfelf yn clos. 

Whan Yrayn faw Maboun, 
He fmot & flrok feloun 

To fyr Lybeauus wyth yre, 
Before forther arfoun 
Als fleet he karf adoun 

Of Lybeauus ftede fwyre. 
But Lybeauus was werrour ilegh, 
And fmot of hys theygb, 

Fell, and bone, and tyre ; 
Tho halp hym naght hys arrays 
Hys chauntement, ne hys charmys, 

Adoun fell that fory fyre. 
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Lybeauus adoun lyght, ' 

Afote for to fyght, 

Maboun and he yn fere ; 
Swych ftrokcs they gon dyghte, 
That fparkcs fprong out bryght 

Fram fcheld and helmes clere. 
As they togedere fette, 
Har fwerdes togedere mette, 

As ye may lythe and iere; 
Maboun, that more fchrewe, 
To-karf that fworde of Lybeawe, 

A twynne qnyt and fltere. 

Lybeauus was fore afcharaed, 
And yn hys herte agramede, 

For he hadde ylore hys fworde ; 
And hys ftede was lamed, 
And he fchulde be defamed, 

To Artour kyng, hys lord. 
To Yrayn tho he ran, 
Hys fword he drough out than, 

Was fcharp of egge, and ord ; 
To Maboun he ran ryght, 
Well fafie he gan to fyght, . 
. Of love ther nas no word. 

VOL. II. G 
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But ever fought Maboun, 
As a wod lyoun, 

Lybeauiu for to flo } 
But Lybeauus karf adouu 
Hys fcheld wylh hys fechoUD, 

That he tok Yrayn fro. 
Wythout more tale teld, 
The left arm wylh the fcheld 

Well evene he fmot of tho ; ' 
Tbo fpak Maboun hym tylle. 
Of thyne dentys ylle, 

Gentyll knyght, now ho. 

And i wofl yelde me, 
In trewthe and lewte, 

At ihyn owene wylle ; 
And that lady fre, 
That ys yn my poufte, 

I wyll the take tylle; 
For thorugh that fwordes dent 
Myn hond y have yfchent, 

That femyn wyll me fpylle ; 
I femynede hem bothe, 
Sertayn wythoute no the, 

In feld our fon to fylle. 
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Seyde Lybeauus, Be my thiyfte, 
I nell naght of thy yefte, 

All thys world to wynne ; j 
But ley on ftrokes fWyfte, 
Our on fchall other lyfte 

That hedde of be the fkynue. 
Maboun and Lybeauus 
Fafte togedere hewes, 

And ftente for no fynne ; 
Lybeauus was more of myght, 1JJ60 

And karf hys helm bryght, 

And hys hedde aiwynne. 

Tho Maboun was yfcfayn, 

He ran tier he lefte Yrayn, ' . 

Wyth fachoun y n hys felt ; 
For to cleve hys brayn, 
Therof he was fertayn, ■<■ 

And trewly was hys tryft. 
And whanne he com thore, 
Away he was ybore, JO^O 

Whyderward he nyfte; 
He fofte hym for the nones, 
Wyde yn alle the wones, 

To fyghte more hym lyfte. 
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And wkaane he ne fond hym noght, 
He held hymfelf be caught, 

And gan to fyke Tare, . 
And feyde yn word and thought 
Thys wytt be fore abought 

That he ys thus fraro me yfare. 1980 

On kne hyra fette that gentyll knyght 
And prayde to Marie bryght, 

Kevere hym of hys care ; 
As he prayde thus yn halle 
Out of the Hon walle 

A wyndow doun fy 11 thare ; 

And a greet wonder wythall 
In hys herte gan fall, 

As he fat and beheld j . 
A warm come out a pace» 199° 

Wyth a womannes face, 

Was yong and nothyng eld. 
Hyr body and hyr wyngys 
Schynede yn all thynges, 

As gold gaylyche ygyld were, 
Her tayle was mycbe unmete, 
Hyr pawes grymly grete, 

As ye may lythe and leie. 
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Lybeauus began to Jwete, 
Thei he fatte yn hys fete, 

Maad as ha vera, 
So fore hym gan agryfe 
That he ne myghte aryfe, 

Thaugh hyt hadde bene all afere. 
And er Lybeauus hyt wyfte 
The warm ivyth mouth hym kyftu, 

All aboute hys fwyre ; 
And after that kyfsynge 
The warmys tayle and wynge 

Anon hyt fell fro hyro. 

So fayr yn all thyng 
Woman wythout lefyng 

Ne law he never er tho. 
But fche Hod before hym naked, 
And all her body quaked, 

Therfore was Lybeauus wo. 
Sche Ceyde, Knyght gentyle, 
God yelde the dy whyle, 

That my fon thou woldeft llo ? 
Thou halt yflawe nouthe 
Two clerkes koutbc, 

To deeth they wold me have ydo. 
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' Be ell, north, and fowthe, 
Be woi'des of bar mouthe, 

Well many man kouth they fchend ; 
Wyth hare chauntement, 
To warm me hadde they ywenf, 

In wo to welde and wende. 
Tyll y hadde kylte Gaweyn, 
Eyther fom other knyght fertayii, 

That wer of hys kende ; 
And for thou favyft my lyf, 
Casteles ten and fyf 

I yeve the wythouten ende : 

And y to be thy wyf, 
Ay wythouten ftryf, 

Yyf hyt ys Artoun wytle, 
Lybeauus wai glad and blythe, 
And lepte to horfe fwythe, 

And lefte that lady ftylle. 
But ever he dradde Yrayn, 
For be waa naght yflayn, 
- Wyth fpecbe be wold hym fpylla ; 
To the castell gate he rod, 
And hovede and abod, 

To Jbefu he bad wyth good wylle, 
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Sends liyia tydyngys glad. 
Of ham that long hadde 

That lady do vylanye ; 
Lybeauus Lam bard tolde, 
And othre knyghtes bolde, 

How hym ther gan agye ; 
And bow Maboun was yflayn, 
And wondede was Yrayn, 

Thorugh grace of fey u t Marie ; 
And how that lady bryght 
To a warm was dyght, 

Thorugh k raft of c haunterye. 

And how thorugh kus of a knyght 
Woman fche was. aplygbt, 

And a femyly creature ; 
But fche (tod me before, 
Naketh as fche was ybore, 

And feyde, now y am fure 
My fomen beth yflayn, 
Maboun and Yrayn, 

In pes now may we dure. 
Whan fyr Lybeauus, knyght of prys, 
Hadde y tolde the ftyward, y wys, 

All thys aventure, 
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A robe of purpure bys, 
Ypelvryd wyth puryd grys, 

Anon he lette forth bryhge ; 
Calles and. keverchefs ryche 
He fent her pryvylyche, 

Anon wythout dwellynge; 
And whan fche was redy dyght, 
Sche rod wyth mayn and myght, 

And wylh her another kyng; 
And all the peple of the toune, 
Wyth a feyr procesfyoun, 

Thyder they gonne thrynge. 

Whan the lady was come to towne, 
Of gold and ryche Hones a krowne. 

Upon her hedde was felte ; 
And weren glad and blythe, 
And thonkede god fele fyde, 

That her bales bette. 
, All the lordes of dygnyte, 
Dede her omage and feawte, 

As hyt was due dette ; 
Thus Lybeauus, wys and wyght, 
Wan that ylke lady bryght, 

Out of the develes nette. 
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Sere nyght they made fojour, 
Wytlr Lambard yn the tour, 

And all the peple yn fame; 
And (ho wente they wyth honour 
To the noble kyng Artoar, 

Wyth moche gle and game : 
And thonkede godes myghtes, 
Artour and hys knyghtes, 

That he ne hadde no fchame ; 
Artour yaf her alfo blyve 
Lybeauus to be hys wyfe, 

That was fb gentyll a dame. 

The joye of that bredale 
Nys not told yn tale, 

Ne rekened yn no geft ; 
Barons and lordynges fale 
Come to that femyiy fale, 

And ladyes well honefte. 
Ther was ryche fervyfe, 
Of all that men kouth devyfe, 

To left and ek toraeft; 
The menftrales, yn hour and halle, 
Hadde ryche yftes wythalle. 

And they that weryn unwreft. 
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Fourty dayes they dwelldc, 

And har fefte helde, . #120 

Wyth Artour the kytig; 
As the Frenilch tale tcld, 
Artour, wyth knyghtea held. 

At hora gan hem brynge. ■ 
Fele yer they levede yn fame,. _;, [_, ' 

Wyth moche gle and game, .... 

Lybeauus and that fwete thyng. 
Jhefu Cryft our favyour. 
And hys moder, that fwete flour, 

Graunte us alle good eudynge. 21 90 
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Alle hen ben blythe 
That to my fong ylythe, 
A fong ychulle ou finge 
Of AUof tbe gode kynge. 
Kyng he wes by Wefte, 
The whiles hit yleite ; 
Ant Godylt bia gode queue, 
Ne feyrore myghte bene ; 
Ant huere fone, hihtc Horn, 
Feyrore child ne myhte be born. 
For reyn ne myhte by ryne, 
Ne fonne myhte Oiyne 
Feyrore child then he was, 
Brykt fo ever eny glas y 
So whit fo eny lylye floar, 
Bo rofe red wes his colour. 
He wes feyr and eke bold, 
Ant of fyftene wynler old : 
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Nis non his yliche 

In nous kinges ryche, 

Tueye feren he hadde, 

That he with him laddc, 

Alle richemenne Tones, 

And alle fuythe fey re gomes, 

Wyth him forte pleye. 

Meft he lovede tueye, 

That on wes hoten Athulf chyld, 

And that other Fykenyld : 

Athulf wes the befte, 

And Fykenyld the werfie. 

Hyt was upon a foraeres day, 

Alfo ich ou telle may, 

Allof the gode kyng 

Rode upon ys pleyyyng, 

Bi the fee fide, 

Ther he was woned to ryde, 

With him ne ryde bote tuo, 

Al to fewe hue were tho. 

He fond by the ftronde 

Aryved on is londe 

Shipes fyftene, 

Of Sarazyncs kene, 
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He atkede whet hue fohten, 
Other on is lond brohten. , 
A payen bit yherde, 
And fonc him onfuerde, 
Thy lond-folk we wolleth (Ion, 
That ever Crift leveth on, 
And the we wolleth ryht anon, 
Shalt thou never heniie gon. 50 

The kyng lyhte of his ftede, 
For tho he hevede nede, 
Ant his gode feren tuo, 
Mid y wis Imem wes ful wo ; 
Swerde hy gonue gripe, 
And togedere fmyte, 
Hy fmyten under ihelde, 
That hy fomme yfelde. 

The kyng hade to fewe, * 

Ayeyn fo monie fchrewe, 60 

So fele myhteii ethe 
Bringe thre to dethe. 
The payns come to londe, 
And nomen hit an honde, 
The folk by gonne quelle, 
And Sarazyns to felle. 
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Ther ne rayghte libbe 
The fremede ne the fibbe 
Bote he is la we forfoke, 
And to huere toke. 
Of alle wymmannc 
Werft was Godyld thanne, 
For Allof hy wepeth fore, 
And for Horn yet mote; 
Godild hade fo muche fore, 
That habbe myhte hue na more. 
Hue wente out of halle, 
From hire maidnes alle, 
Under a roche of ftone, 
There hue wonede al one ; 
Ther hue fervede gode, 
Ayeyn the payenes forbode ; 
Ther hue fervede Crift, 
That the payenes hit nuft ; 
Ant ever hue bad_for Horn child, 
That Crift him wrthe myld. 

Horn wes in payenes bond, 
Mid is feren of the loud, 
Muche wes the feyrhade 
That Jhefu Crift him made ; 



DigitizMbyGOOglC 



THE GESTE OF KYNG HORN. 

Payenes him wolde Do, 
And fumme him woHe flo, 
Yyf Homes feyrnefle nere 
Yflawe his children were, 
Tho fpec on admyrold, 
Of wordes he wes fwythe bold : 
Horn, thou art fwythe kene, 
Bryht of hewe and (bene, 
Thou art fayr and eke ftrong, 
And eke evenelicbe long, 
Yef thou to lyre mote go, 
Ant thyne feren alfo, 
That y may byfalle, 
That ye fhule Hen us site; 
Thorefore thou lhalt to ftrerae go, 
Thou ant thy feren alfo, 
To fliipe ye mule founde, 
And nnke to the gronnde, ■ 
The fee the Ihal adrenche, 
Ne ihal hit us of thetiche, 
For yef thou were alyve, ■' 
With fuerd other with knyVe, 
We fliulden alle deye, 
Thy fader deth to beye. 
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The children ede to the ilronde, 

Wryngynde huere honde, 

Ant into {tapes borde, . 

At the furfte words : 

Ofte hade Horn be wo, 

Ah never won then him wes tho. 

The fee bygon to flowen, . 
And Horn fafte to rowen. 
Ant that fliip wel fuythe drof, 
Ant Horn wes adred thciof, 
Hue wendeu mid y wifle, 
Of huere ly ve to railfc, 
Al the day and al the nyht, 
O that fprong the day-lyht, 
Flotterede Horn by the ftronde, 
Er he feye eny londe. 
Feren, quoth Horn the yynge, 
Y telle ou tydynge, 
Ich here foules fmge, 
And fe the grafes fpringc, 
Blythe be ye alyve, 
Ur ftiip is come to ryve. 
Of fliipe hy gonne founde, 
And fette fot to grounde, 
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By the fee fyde, 

Hure (hip bigon to ryde. 1*0 

Thenne fpec him child Horn, 
In Sudenne he was yborn : 
" Nan (hip by the flodo 
Have dayes gode j 
By the fee bryuke 
No water the adrynke j 
Softe mote thou fterye 
That water the ne, tlerye. 
Yef thou comeft to Sudenne, 
Gret hem that me kenne ; 150 

Gret wel the gode 
Queue Godild mi moder ; 
And feythene hethene kyng, 
Jhefu Criltee wyther(yng; . 
That ich, hoi and fere, 
In loud aryvede here ; 
Ant fay that he dial fonde 
Then deth of myne honde," 
The fliip bigon to fleoten, 
And Horn child to weopnii, 168 

By dales and by dounes, ,- 
The children eoden to, tounes, 

TBL. II. H 
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Melten hue Eylmer the kyng, 

Crift him y eve god tyinyng, 

Kyng of Weftneffe, 

Crift him myhte bleffc, 

He fpec to Horn child, 

Woriies fuythe my!d : 

" Wbenne be ye, gomen, 

That bueth her a londe yeomen I 

Alle threttene 

Of bodye fuythe kene; 

By god, tbat me made, 

- So feyr a felanrade - 

Ne feh y never ftonde ■ ■ 

In Weftneffe londe: 

Say me whet ye fecae." 

Horn fpec huere fpcehe, - '' 

Horn fpac for huem alle, 

For fo hit mofte byfalle, 

He wes the wyfefte, - ... 

Andofwytle thebefte:' '■ 

" We bueth of Sudenne, 

Ycome of gode kenM, ■•■ . ■ ■> 

Of Criftene blode, . 

Of cunne fwy the godfl J - 
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Payenea ther connen aryve, 
And Criftine brohten of lyre, 
Slowen and to-drowe, 
Criftinerneu yoowe; 
So Crift me mote rede, 
Ous by duden tede 
In to a galeye, 
With the fee to pleye ; 
Day is gon and other, 
Without* feyl and rother, 
Ure ihip flet forth ylome, 
And her to londe hit ys ycome. 
Nou thou myht us lien and byndo, 
Oure honde us bihynde ; 
Ah yef hit is thi witle, 
Help us that we ne fpylle. 
Tho fpac the gode kyng, 
He nei never nythyng: 
" Sey, child, whet y» thy name, 
-Shal the tide bote gameF 
The child hitn onfiierde, 
So fone he hit yherde, 
Horn jcham yhote, 
Ycome out of this bote. 
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From the fee fide ; 
Kyng, wel the bitide. 
Horn child, quoth the kyng, 
Wel brouk thou thy nome yyng. 
Horn him goth To ftille, 
Bi dale and bi hille, 
Hon hath londe fonne 
Thurghout uch a toune, 
" So (hal thi nome fprynge, 
From kynge to kynge, 
Ant thi feimefla 
Aboute Weftneffe. 
Horn, thou art To fuete, 
Ne ilial y the fotlete." 
Horn rod Aylroer the kyng, 
And Horn with him hii fundlyng, 
And alle his yfere, 
That hipi were fo duere. 
The kyng com into halle, 
Among bis knyhtes alle, 
Forth he clepeth Athelbnu, 
His itiward, and him ferde thus, 
Sliward tac thou here 
My fundling for to lere 
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Of thine mestere, 
Of wode and of ry vere. 
Ant toggen o tke harpe, . . 

With is nayles ftiarpe ; : . 

Ant tech him vile the liftws ' 

That thou ever wyftes (40 

Byfore me to kerven, 

And of my coupe to ferven ) 

Ant his feeeadevyfe- 

With ous other fervife. 

Horn child thou underftond, ~ 

Tech him of harpe and of Cong. 

Athelbrus goa leren 
Horn, and hyfe feren, 
Ham mid herte lahte 

Al that mon him tahte. 150 

Withinne court and withoute, 
And over al aboute, 
Lovede men Horn child, 
And moft him lovede Rymenyld, 
The kinges oune dohter. . . . 

For he wes in hire thohte. 
Hue lovede him in hire mod, 
For he wes feirund eke god, 
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And than hue ne dorfte at bord 
Mid him fpeke ner a word, 
Ne in the halle, . - '■■ '■■ 

Among the knyktes alle, ■ 

Hyre Ibrewe ant hifepyn* 
Molde never fyne, " ■' ■ 

Bi daye ne by nyhte, - ' " . 

For hue fpeke ne myhte 
With Horn that wes fo feir and fro -, 
Tho hue ne myhte with Mm be, ' 
In herte hue hade care and wo, 
And ther hue bithohte hire tho, ■'■ ■ 
Hue fende byre fonde 
Athelbrus to honde, 
That he come hire to, 
And alfo fhulde Horn do, 
In to hire boure,, . 

For ljue bigon to loure : i 

And the fonde iayde ,''".•■ - ■ 
That feek wes the maydev i '. -ill' 1 in 
And bed him come fuytoe| asj.t — 
For hue nis nout blytfce. .'. . .- .' 

The ftiward wes in buerfo wo, . <- 

For he nufte whet he Jnulde.do, o.l ;< 
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What Rymenild byfohte 

Gret wonder him tholite, 

Aboute Horn the yingo ' . > . 
i To boure forte bringe : j . 

He tholite on is mode 2v ■*-'-•<. ' !' 

Hit nes for none gode, - 

He tok with him an other, , 

Athulf Homes brother; 290 

Athulf, quoth be, ryht anon> 

Thou flialt with me to boure gt>n, 

To fpeke with Rymenild ftille, 

To wyte hyre wille ; ■ 

Thou art Homes yliche, . ■ 

Thou (halt hire hyfnyke: 

Sore me adrede, 

That hue wole Horn raysrede. 

AthelbruE and Athulf bo 

To hire boure beth ygo, 300 

Upon Athulf chiUfl r 

Rymcnild con waxe wilde; 

Hue wende Horn it were 

That hue hade there. 

Hue feten adouu ftille, 
'• Ant feyden hure wille, . 
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In hire arraes tueye 
Athulf he con leye. 
Horn, quoth heo, wel longe 

Y hare loved the ftronge; 
Thou (halt thy treuthe plyhte 
In myn hand with ryhte 

Me to fpoufe weMe, 

And ich the loverd to helde. 

So ftilk lb hit were 

Athnlf feyde in hire eere 

Ne tel thou no more fpeche, 

May y the byfeche, 

Thi tale gyn thou lynne, * 

For Horn nis nout het-y nne ; 

Ne be we nout yliche, 

For Hom is fnyr and ryche, 
i, Fayrore by one ribbe ■ 
] Then ant rooa that libhe ; 

Than Horn were under moMe . • i 

AnH other ellc wher he fliolde 

Hermes a thoufent roilcn t ■ . 

Y nulle him bigilen. 
Rymenild hire bywente, 

Ant Athelbrus thus heo ttwnte. 
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Athelbnis, thou foule thef, ; : , 
Ne worthed thou me never lef, 
llM^ Went out of my boure, 

Shame the mote by flionre, i 

Ant evel hap to underfbnge, 
And evele rode on to honge, 
Ne fpeke y nout with Home, 
Nis he nout fo unonie. 

.Tho Athelbnis aftouude, 
Fel aknen to grounde t MO 

" Ha, leuedy, rayn owe, 
Me lythe a Intel throwe, 
Ant lift werefore ych wood* 
To bringen Horn to honde; 
For Horn is fayr and riche, 
Nu non his ylyche ; 
Aylmer, the gode hyng, 
Dude him me in lokyng ; 
Yif Horn the were aboute, 
Sore ich myhte doute 950 

With him thou woldeft pleye, 
Bituene Ou-felven tueye, 
Then (hulde, with outen othe, 
The kyng us make wrothe. ! 
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Ab, foryef me thi teone, ' ■' 
My leuedy, ant my qrteiie, 
Horn y flial the feccbe,- ' : .' 

Wham (o hit yrecche^ •' 

Rymenild yef heo cout.be'- "-■' •'- ''. '■' 
Con lythe with hyie monthe, ' 
Heo loh and made hire blythe, 
For wel wes hire olyve. " 
Go thou, quoth heo.fone, 
"■ And fend him after none, ' 
A ftuyeres wyfe, ' 

When the king aryfe, '"•' ' 

He lhal myd me bileve, 
That hit be ner eve; : " 

Have ich of him mi wille, < 

Ne recchi whet men telle, 

Athelbrus goth with alle, 
Horn he fond in haile, 
Bifore the kyng o bancbe, 
Wyn forti fliencne. 
Horn, quoth he, thou hende, ■ 
To bonze gyn thou wonde. 
To fpeke with Rymenild the yyiige, 
Dohter oure kynge, 
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Wordes fuythe bolde, 

Thin lierte gyii thou holde ; 380 

Horn, be thou me trewe, 

Shal the liout arewe. 'i 

He eode forth to-ryhte, ... 

To Rymenild the bryhte, 

A kne wes he him fette, . . ' . 

And fuetliche hire grette, 

Ofys fayrefyhte - '■• '■' 

Al that boure gan lyhte. ii>" 

He fpac (aire is fpecbe, . ■■■ 

Ne durth non him teche : 3J0 

" Wei thou fitte andfothte, ■:.:.■:■..; 

Rymenild kinges dohtar, ~ , . . > 

Ant tby maydnes here, 

That fitteth thyne y fere; 

Kynges ftiward oure 

Sende me to boure, 

Forlt; yhere, leuedy myn, 

Whet be wille thyn." 

Rymenild up gon Sonde, . . i 

And tok him by the horide, ' , 400 

Heo made feyre chere, 

And tok him bi the fuere ; 
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Ofle heo him cufie, 

So wel hyre lufte : . 

Welcome, Horn, thus fay da - 

Rymenild that mayde, . . . 

An even and a morewe : 

For the ich habbe forewe, 

That y have no refte, .•.'.' 

No ilepe me ne iyfte j ■ ,;< . 

Horn, thou (halt wel fwythe '::■.'. -i 

Mi longe ferewe lythe, ■■■'.■ ' > . 

Thou malt, wythoute ftrirt, _ . .■" i 

Habbe me to wyve ; . 

Horn, have of me reuthc, ■ ■ ■ 

And plyht me thi treuthe.' 

Horn tho him bythohte, ■ -i '.■ 

Whet he fpelcen ohte : '- ' 

.Crift, quoth Horn, the wiffe, 
And yeve the bevene blifle, 
Of thine hofebonde, • 

Who he be a londe, , - 

Ich am ybore thral, '■ - " •■ 

Thy fader fundlyng withal, 
Ofkundemenefelde, 
The to fpoufe welds, 
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Hit nere no fair weddyng ■ ■ - 

Hituene a thiol and the kyng. 

Tho goa Rymenild mislyken, ' 

And fore bigon to fyken, 430 

Annes bigon unbowe, 

And down heo fel yfwowe. i 

Horn hire up hente, 

And in is armes trente, ■'■" 

He gon 'hire to cuffe, '•■■>' 

And feyre forte wifle. "'' 

Rymenild, quoth he, duere, ■*■ .~:i. '."■ 

Help me that ych were, . ■ 

Ydobbed to be knyhte, i <•:■ 

Suete, bi al !hi myhte, ■ MOV) 

To mi louerd the kyng, V '•' 

That he me yeve dobbyng; . ' ,' 

Thenne is my thralhede 

Al wend into knyhthede, 

Y fli&l waxe more, 

And do Rymenild thi lore. 

Tho Rymenild the yynge 

Aros of hire fwowenynge : . 

*' Nou, Horn, to fothe . 

Yleve tha by thyn othe, . 450 
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Thou lhalt be nuked kuyht, ■ 
Er then this fourteoiht; 
Ber thou her thes-.coppe, . . 
And tbea riDges ther,uppe> 
To Athelbrus the ftywaid, '.;..:' 
And fay him, be hoUe teeMrd i : 
Sey, ich him bifeche, 
With loveliche Tpeche, 
That he for the falle 
To the kynges fot in halle, 
That he with is worde 
The knyhty with (woide, 
With felver and with goide, 
.Hit worth him wel yyolde, 
Nou Crift him lene fpede . - 
Thin emdyng do bed*/' 

Horn tok is leve, 
For hit was neh eve, 
Athelbrus he fohte, , . - 

And tok him that be brohte,' 
Ant tolde-him tiiaxe, „:. ■ 
Hou he hede yfare ; J ■ - 
He feide him is nede, ■ 
And him bihet is mede. 



Digitize by Google 



THEGESTE OEKYNG HORN. Ill 

Athelbrus, to blythe, 
.- Eode into halle fwythe, 
And feide, Kyng, now lefro ■ . 
O tale mid the belie, i 

Thou flialt bere coroune- ' 
To marewe in this toune, v £80 

To marewe is thi fefte, ■ ■■ . ..'■',.' 

The bihoveth gefte, , , 

Ich the rede mid al my myht, .. 
That thou make Horn knyht, , 

Thin arntes do him wdde, . ■ 
God knyht he fhal the yelde. . 
The kyng feide wel Jot te, \ 

Hit is wel to done-; 

Horn me wel queraeth, — — > ';./•. 

Knyht him wel byfemeth ; 490 

He thai have mi dobbyng. 
And be myn other derlyng, 
And his feren tuelve 
He ihal dobbe hirafelve ; 

Alle y thai hem knyhte, ■ 

■Byfore me to fyhte. ... 

Al that the lyhte day IpKng ■ ' 

Aylmere thohte kmgi ■■' ■■■'■■■■ ■>■' 
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The day bigon to fprynge, 
Horn com byfore the kyiige, 
Willi bis tuetf fere, 
Alle ther ywere, 
Horn knyht made he, 
With fill grei folempoite, 
Sette him on a fiede, 
Red To eny glede, 
Smot him a lule wiht, 
And bed him buen a god knyht. 
AthulfTelakne ther, ... 
And tbonkede kyng Aylmer : 
" Nou u knyht fire Horn, 
That in Sudenne wes ybom, 
Lord be is of londe, 
u : And of us that by him ftonde, . ■■ 
Thin amies he haveth, end thy flield, 
Forte fyhte in the Md, . . 
Let him us alle knyhte, 
So hit is his ryhte." ; . 

Aylmer feide, Ful y wis> 
Nou do that thi willc ys. ., . ... 
Horn adoun con lyb%, . 
And made hem alle to knyhte, . 
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For muchel wea the gefte, 

And more wes the fefte. _ 

That Rymenild nes nout there - ■'-' 

Hire thohte feveyerej ' 

Efter Horn hue fende, -> i 

Horn into bourc wende, ■ ■ 

He nolde gon is one, 

' Athulf weshysyroone. 430 

Rymenild welcometh. lire Horn, 
And Athulf knyht him bifora; . • 

" Knyht, nou is lyme 

For to fitte by me, 

Do nou that we fpake, 

To thi wyf thou me take ; 

Nou thou haft wille thync. , 

Unbynd me of this pyne." 

" Rymenild, nou be ftille, ' ■ 

I cbulle don al thy wills. 540 

Ah, ber hit fo bitide 

Mid fpere ichulle ryde, 

Ant my knyhthod prove, ' 

£r then ich die wowe. 

We buetb nou knyhtes yoiige, 

Alle to day yfpronge, 
TOL. II. I 



j V Google 



114 THBGESTE OF KTNG HORN. 

Ant of the mestere ' . 

Hit is the mane re 
( With fum other knyhte 

For his lemraon to fythle, ■ 

Er ne he eny wyf take, 

Other wyth wymmon forowart make, 

To-day, fo Crift me blefle, 
. Y fhal do pruefle, 

For thi love mid ihelde 

Amiddewart the feMe, 

Yef ich come to lyve, 

Ychul the take to wyve." 

" Knybt, y may yleve the, 

Why ant thou trewe be ; 

Have her this gold ring, . 

Hit is till god to thi' dobbyng, 

Ygraved is on the rynge 

Rymenild thy luef the yynge; 

Nis non betere under forme, 

That eny mon of conne ; 

For mi love thou hit were, . 

And on thy fynger thou hit bere ; 

The Aon haveih foche grate- 

Ne fhalt thou in none place 
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DetL underfonge, 

Ne buen yflaye with wronge, 

Yefthoulokeftthenui, 

And thencheft o thi lemraan : 

Ant lire Athulf, thi brother, 

He lhal han en other. 

Horn, Crift y the byteche, 

Myd mouminde fpechc, 

Grift the yeve god endyng. 

And found ayeyn the brynge." 580 

The knyht hire gan to cuffe, 

And Rymenild him to bleffe. 

Leve at hire He nom, 

And in to halle he com ; 

Knyhtes eode to table, 

And Horn eode to liable; 

Ther he tok his gode Me, 

Blac fo ever eny cole, 

With arraes he him fredde, 

Ant is fole he fedde; 590 

The fole bigon lo-fpringe, 

And Horn murie to fyoge. 

Horn rod one whyle 

Wei more then a myte, 
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He feh a (hyp at grounde, 

With hethene hounde, 

He aflcede wet hue haddeti, 

Other to londe ladden. 

An hound him gan biholde, 

And fpek worries bolde : 

" This land we wollcth wynne, 

And He that ther buetb Inne." 

Horn gan is fwerd gripe, 

Ant on is arm hit wype, 

The Sarazyn he hitte fo 

That is hed lei to ys to. 

Tho goane the houndes gone 

Ayeynes Horn ys one ; , 

He lokede on is rynge, 

Ant thohte o Rymenyld the yynge ; 

He floh ther of the befte, 

An houndred at the lefte, 

Ne mihte no mon telle 

Alle that he gon quelle ; 

Of that ther were oryve 

He iafte lut oly?e, 

Horn tok the maister heved 
That he him hade byreved. 
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Ant fette on is fuerde, 

Aboven othen orde. 630 

He ferde horn to halie, 

Among the knyhtes alle. 

Kyng, quoth he, wel thou fitte, 

And thine knyhtes mittc, 

To-day ich rod o my pleyying, 

After my dobbyng, 

Y fond a tbJp rowen, 
In the found byflowen, 
Mid unlondifihe menne, 

Of Sarazynes kenne, €30 

To dethe fortfe pyne, 
The and alle thyne ; 
Hy gonne me afayly, 
Swerd me nolde feyly, 

Y fmot hem alle to grounde, * ■ 
In a lutel ftounde ; 

The heved ich the brynge 

Of the maister kynge : 

Nou have ich the yolde 

That thou me knyhten wolde. 640 

The day bigon to fpringe, 
The jcyng rod on hontynge, 
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To the wode wyde, 

Ant Fykenyld bi is lyde, 

That fab wet ant untrewe, 

Whole him wel yknewe. 

Horn ne thohu nout him on, 

Ant to boure wds ygon, 

He fond Rymenild fittynde, 

And wel fore wepynde, 

So why t fo the fonne, 

Mid terres al byronnc. 

Horn feide, Luef, thyn ore, 

Why wepeft thou fo fore i 

Hue feide, Ich nout ne wepe, 

Ah y fhal er y flepe 

Me thohte o my metyng 

That ich rod o fyflhyng, 

To fee my net ycafie, 

Ant wel fer nit lafte, 

A gret fyflli at the ierfte 

My net made berile, , 

That fyflh me fo bycahte 

That y nout ne khte, 

Y wene y fhal ibrleofe 

The fyffh that y wolde cheofe. 
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Crift and feint Stevene, 

Quoth Horn, areche thy fweyanel 

No ilial y the byfwyke, 

Nedo that the mislyke; ■ .. . 070 

Ich take the myn owe, 

To holdc and eke to knovtc, 

For everuch other wyb te 

Therto my trouthe y plyhtc. . , 

Wei muche was the reuthe' 
< That wes at thilke treuthe. 

Rymemld wep wel ylie, 

Ant Horn let terres ftJUe; ■ >..- ,.: 

Lemmou, quoth he, dost) . . i v 

Thou ihalt more yhere, . .• $80 

Thy Tweven ihal ws;nde, . 

Summon us wole (hende. 

That fyflh that brae thy net, 

Y wys it is furawet, 

ThaTwol us do fum. Ceone, 
, Y wys hit worth yfeqe. .i. , 
Aylmerrod by ft ou re, .... 

Ant Horn wes yne, bourn, 

Fykenyld hade envye, 

And feyde theofe folya: 69a 
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" Aylmer, ich the werne, 

Horn the wole forberoe ; 

Ich herde wher he feyde, : 

Ant his fuerd he leyde, 

Tobrynge the of lyre, 

And take Rymenyld to wyve; 

He lyht nou in boure; 

Under covertoure, 

By Rymenyld thy dobter, 

Ant fo he doth wel ofte ; 

Do him out of londe, - 

Er be do more fhonde." 

Aylmer gan horn taxot, ■ 
Wel mody, and wel flume, ; . ' ; ■ 

He fond Horn under arme, •*■ '- •'. > 

In Rymenyldes barme. ■«•.■■■.:■. 

Go out, quoth Aylmer the kyng, 
Horn, thou foule fundlyng/ 
Forth out of boures -flora,' i i 'l > 
For Rymenild, thin horej-' ■• 

Wend out of londe fone, i 
Her nan thou nout to done. 
Wel fone bote thou flette, 
Myd fuert-y thai the fette. ■ "i ■ ' • 
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Horn code to liable, 

Wei modi for that fable, 

He fette fadel on ftede, - 

With armes he gon him fhrede, 

His brunie he con lace, 

So he Ihulde into place, *■ . 720 

His fuerd he gon fonge, f, JK^^y^J^- 

Ne Hod he nout to longe, ■ 

To U fuerd he gon teou, 

Ne durfte non wel him feon. 

He feide, Lemmpn derlyng, 

Nou thou haveft thy fwevenyog,. 

The fyffh that thyn net rend©. . . - 

From the me he fende ; 

The kyng with me gynneth ftrive, 

Awey he wole me dryre, ,_.. ■ ■■> ■ 730 

Tharefore have nou godneday, 

Nou y mot founde and tare away 

Into uncouth e- Ion de, , 

Wei more forte fonde, 

Y thai wonie there 

Fulle feve yere, 

At the feve yeres ende 

Yyfy ne come ne fende, 
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Tac thou hofebonde, 

For me that thou ne wond* ; 

In armes thou me fonge, 

Ant cus me fwythe lotigc 

Hy cuften hem aftounde, 

And Rymenild fel to grounds. 

■ Horn toe his leve, 

He myhte nout byleve, 

He toe Athulf is fere ■ 

Aboute the fwere. 

And feide, Knyht, fo trcwe, 

Kep wel my low dcwb, 

Thou never ne forbke 

Rymenild to kepe ant lake 

His ftede ho bigan ffvyde, 

Ant foith he con hyio ryde. 

Athulf wep with eyyea, 

Ant alle that hit yfeyyen. -. . . ■ 

Horn forth him ferde, .>:j j'. 

A god ihip he him herds, ■ ■>■ n '■ 

That him (hulde pafle •■ -i ' .f 

Out of Weftnefle. ■ 

The wynd bigon to ftonde, 

Ant drofhem up O londc, 
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To lond that hy fletten, 

Fot out of lliip hy fetten. 

He fond by the weye 

Kynges tones tueye ; . 

That on wes hoten Athyld, 

Ant that other Beryld ; 

Beiyld hym con preye, 

Thot he (hulde feye, 770 

What he wolde there, 

Ant what ys name were. 

Godmod, he ieith, ich hote, 

Yeomen out of this bote, 

Wei fer from by Wefte, 

To feche myne befte, 

Beryld con iter him ryde, 

Ant toe him bi the bride: 

" Wei be thou knyht yfounde, 

With me thou lef a ftouude, 780 

Al fo ich mote iierve 

The kyug thou (halt ferve ; 

Ne feh y never alyve, 

So feir knyht her aryve." 

Godmod he ladde to halle, 

Ant he adoun gan falte, 
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Ant fette him a knelyng, 

Ant grette tbene gode kyng. 

Tho faide Beryld, wel fone, 

Kyng with him thou ast done, 

Thi lond lac him to werie, 

Ne (hal the no mon derye, 

For he is the feyrefie man 

That ever in this londe cam. 

Tho feide the kyng wel dere, ■ - 

Welcome be thou here ; 

Go, Beryld, wel (Wythe. 

And make hym wel blythe, 

Ant when thou fared to wowen, 

Tac him thine gloven, 

Ther thou halt munt to wyve, 

Awey he (hal the dryve ; 

For God modes feyrhede 

Shalt thou newer fpede. 

Hit wes at Criftesmafle, 
Kouther more ne laffe, 
The kyng made fefte 
Of his knyhtes belle, 
Ther com in at none 
A geaunt fuythe fone, 
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Yarmed of paynyme, 

Ant feide thife ryme ; 

Site kyng bi kynge, 

Ant herkne my tidy ngc : 

Her bucth paynes aryve, 

Wei more then fyve, 

Her beth upon honde, 

Kyng, in thine londe. 

On therof wol fyhte 

To-yeynes thre knyhtes, 820 

Yef ure thre fleli oure on. 

We (hulen of ure londe gon ; 

Yef ure on fleh oure thre, 

Al this lond (hal ure be : 

To-more we thai be the fyhtynge 

At the fone upfpringe. 

Tho feyde the kyng Thurfton, 
Godmod thai be that on, 
Beryld (hal be that other, 

The tbridde Athyld is brother; $30 

For hue bueth ftrongefte, 
Ant in armes the belle. 
Ah wat thai us to rede ! 
Ywene we bueth dede. 
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God mod fet at borde, 
Ant feide theofe wordes : 
Sire kyng, nis no ryhte 
On with thre fyhte, 
Ayeynes one houndc 
Thre Criftene to founde ; 
Ah kyng, y lhal alone, 
Withoute more yraone, 
With my fuei'd ful et.be, •■ 
Brtngen hem alle to detbc. 
The kyng aros nmorewe. 
He hade much forewe ; 
Godmod ros of bedde, 
With armes he him ihredde ; 
His brunye he on cmfle, 
And knutte hit wel fafte ; 
Ant com him 4o the Ityoge, 
At his upryfynge. 
Kyng, quoth he, com to felde, 
„Me forte byheltle, 
Hou we fliule flyten, 
Ant togedere fmiten. 

Riht at prime tide, - 
Hy gonnen out to ryde, 
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Hy founden in a grene 

A geaunt fwythe kene, 860 

His feren him biiide, 

That day forto abyde. 

Godmod hem goo afaylen. 

Nolde he nout faylen, 

He yef duntes ynowe, 

The payen fel yfwowe ; 

Ys feren gonnen hem withdrawe, 

Forhuere maister wes neh flawc. 

He feide, Knyht, Ihou refte, 

A whyle yef the lefte, 870 

Y ne hevede of monnei hond 
So harde duntes in non londe, 
Bote of the kyng Many, 
That wes fwithe ftordy, 

He wes of Homes kenne, 

Y (lob him in Sudenne. 
Godmod him gon agryfe, 
Ant his btod aryfe, 
Byforen him he feh ftonde 

That drof him out of londe, 880 

Ant fader his aqnelde, 
He fmot him under (helde, 
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He lokede on is rynge 
Ant thohtc o Rymenitd the yynge ; 
Mid god fuerd at the finite, 
He fmot him thourh the huerte. 
The payns bigonne to Aeon, 
Ant to huere (hype teon. 
To (hip hue wolden erne, 
Godmod hem gon werne. 
The kynges Tones tweyne 
The paiens Howe beyne, 
Tho wes Godmod fwythe wo, 
Ant the payens he fmot to. 
That, in a lutel ftounde, 
The paiens hy felle to grounde. 
Godmod ant is men 
Slowe the payenea evenichen. 
Hb fader deth and ys lond 
Awrek Godmod with his hond. 
The kyng, with reuthful chere, 
Lette leggen is fanes on here, 
Ant briugen horn to halle, 
Muche forewc hue, maden alle ; 
In a chirche of lym and fton 
Me buriede hem with ryche won. 
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The kyng letle forth calle 

Hife knyhtes alle, 

Ant feide, Godriiod, yef thou nere 

Alie ded we were, , a]q 

Thou art bothe god ami feyr, 

Her y make the myn hey/ 

For my fones bueth yflawe, 

Ant ybroht of lyf dawe ; 

Dohter ich habbe one, 

Nys non fo feyi of blod slit bone, 

Ermenild that feyre may, 

Bryht fo eny fomeres day, 

Hire wolle ich yeve the. 

Ant her kyng (halt thou be. 920 

He feyde, More ichul the ferve, 
Kyng, er then thou fterve ; 
When y thy dohter yerne, 
Heo ne fhal me nothyng werae, 

Godmod wonede there 
Fulle fix yere, 
Ant the f eve the yer bygon, 
To Rymynyld fonde ne fende he non. 
Rymenild wes in Weftneffe, 
With muchel foreweneffe, 930 
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A kyng tier wes aryve, 

Ant wotde hyie nan to wy?e. 

At one were the kynges 

Of that weddynge, 

The dayes were fit fhert*, 

Ant Rymenild ne derfta 

Latten on none wyfc 1 

A wryt hue dude devyfe, 

Alhulf hit dude wry te, 

That Horn ne lovede nout lyte. 

Hue fende hire fonde 

Into everuche londe, 

To fechen Horn knyhte, 
Wher fo er me myhte. 

Horn therof neut lierde. 

Til o day that he ferde 

To wode forte fliete, 

A page he gan mete, 

Horn feide, Leve fere, 

Whet deft thou nou here ? 

" Sire, in lutel fpette, 

Y may the fone Mile; 

Ich feche, from Weftnefle, 
■ Horn knyht of EftneA, 
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For Rymenild, that fayrt tuny, 
' Soreweth for him.nytw and day; 

A kyng hire dial wertde, 

A Sonneday to bedde ; 

Kyng Mody of Reynis, 

That is Homes enirais. jft) 

Ich habbe walked wydfl, 

By the fee fide, 

Ne mihte ich him newr elect*, 

With nones kunnes fpechwj 

Ne may ich of him here, 
' 1& londe fer no nere ; 

Weylawey ttowhUs! 

Him may hente gyle. 

Horn hit berde with Mrttt, 

Ant fpec with wete teareu: 970 

So wel, grom, the bitide, 

Horn ftond Li thi fyde j 

Ayeyn to Rymenild turtle, 

And fey that hue ne murne ; 

Y fhal be ther bitimo, 

A Sonneday er prime. 

The page wes wet'blythe, 

And Hitpede wel fuythe ; 
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The fee him gon adrynke, 
That Rymeml may of thinkc, 
The him con ded thhrowe 
Under hire chambre wow. 
Ryraenild lokede wide, 
By the fee fyde, 
Yef heo feye Horn come, 
Other tidy nge of eny gome ; , 
Tho fond hue hire fonde 
Adronque by the ftronde, 
That ihulde Horn brynge, 
Hire hondes gon hue wry nge. 

Horn com to Thurfton the kyuge, 
Ant told him thes tidynge ; 
Ant tho he was biknowe. 
That Symenild wes ya owe ; 
Ant of his gode kenne, 
The kyng of Sudenne ; 
Ant hou he lloh afelde 
Him that is fader aquelde ; 
Ant feide, Kyng, fo wyfe, 
Yeld me my fervice, 
Rymenild help me to wynne, 
Swythe that thou ne Wynne, 
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Ant y fhal do to houie 

Thy dohter wel to fpoufe, 

For hue rtial to fpoufe have 

Athulf my gode felawe ; 

He ia knyht mid the befte, 

And on of the treweAe. 

The kyng feide fo ftille, 

Horn, do al thi wille. 1010 

He fende tho by foods, 

Yend al is londe, 

After knyhtes to fyhie, 

That were men To lybte ; 

To him come ynowe, 

That in to fhipe drowe. 

Horn dude him in the weye, 
In a gret galeye , , , 
The wynd bigon to blowe, 

In a iutel throwe; 1020 

The fee bigan. with (hip to gon, 
To Weftneffe hem brohte anon. 
Hue ili iken feyl of mafte, 
Ant ancre gonnen cafte. 
Matynes were yronge, 
And the maffe yfonge, 
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Of Rymenild the yynge; 

Ant of Mody the kyiige j 

Ant Horn wes in watere, 

Ne mihte he come nu latere. 

He let is lhip ftonde, 

Ant com him up to londe, 

His folk he made abyde 

Under a wode fyde. 
Horn eode forh al one, 

So he fprong of the ftone, 

On palmere he yraette, 

And with wordes hyne grette : 
Palmere, thou fhalt me telle, 

He feyde, of thine fpelle, ] 

So brouke thou (hi crouhe, 

Why Cornell thou from toune r 

Ant be fade on is tale, 

Y come from a brudale. 

From brudale wylde 

Of maide Remebylde ; 

Ne mihte hue nout dreye, 

That hue ne wep with eye. 

Hue feide that hue nolde 

Be fpoufed with golde, 1 



Digitize by Google 



THE GESTE OF KYNG HORN. Hi 

Hue hade hofebonde, 

Thah he were out of londe. 

Ich wes in the halle, 

Withinne the castel-walle, 

Awey y gon glide, 

The dole y nolde abyde ; 

Ther worth a dole retily, . 

The brade wepeth bitterly. 

Quoth Horn, So Crift un rede, 

We wolleth chaunge wede ; I06u 

Tac thou robe myne, 

Ant ye fclaveyn thyne. 

To day y lhal ther drynke . . 

That Aimme hit (hal of (hynk*. 

Sdavcyn be gon doarj loggej ■ .' 

And Horn hit dude on rugge*. 

Ant toe Homes clothes, 

That nout him were loth*. 

Horn toe bordoun and fcrippe, 

Ant gan to wringe is hpn«» 1079 

He made foule diets, 

And bieollede is fweraj 

He com to the gateward* 

That him onfuertd* fiptrwawl 



Digitize by Google 



136 THE GESTE OF KTNG HORN. 

Horn bed undo wel fofte, 
Moni tyme ant ofle, 
Ne inyhte he ywinne, 
Forto come therynne. 
Horn the wyket pufte, 
That hit open flufte, 
The porter ihulde abugge, 
He threw him adoun the brugge, 
That thre ribbes crakede. 
Horn to balle rakede, 
Ant fette him doun wel lewe. 
In the beggeres rowe. 
He lokede aboute, 
Myd is collede faoute, 
Ther feh he Rymenild fitte, 
Afe hue were out of wy tte, 
Wepiude fore; 
Ah he feh no wer thore 
Athulf is gode felawe, 
That trewe wen in uch plawe. 
Athulf wes o tour ful heh, 
To loke fer and eke neh, 
After Homes comynge, 
Yef water him wolde brynge ; 
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The fee he Teh flowe, 

Ah Horn do wer rowe j 1 100 

He feyde on is fonge, 
Horn thou art to tonge ; 
Rymenild thou me bitoke, 
That ich hire fculde loke, 
Ich have yloked evere, 
And thou ne comeft nevero, 
Rymenild ros of benche 
The beer al forte Ihenche, 
After mete in.fale, 

Bothe wyn and ale ; UK) 

An hoin hue ber an honde, 
For that wes lawe of londe. 
Hue drone of the becre, 
To knyht and ikyere ; , 
Horn fet at grounde, 
Him thohte he wes ybounde, 
•He feidu, Quene, fo hende, 
To me hyileward thou wende, 
Thou thench us with the vurfte, 
The beggares bueth afurfte. 1120 

Hyre horn hue leyde adoune, 
Ant fulde him of the bronne, 
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A bolle of a galoun, 

Hue wende he were a glotoun. 

Hue fcide.Tac the coppe, 

Ant drync this ber al uppe; 

Nc feh y never, y wene, 

Beggare fo keue, 

Horn toe hit hife yfere, 

Ant feide, Quene, lb den, ] 

No beer nullich ibite, 

Bote of coppe white; 

Thou wt'iieft ich be a beggero, 

Y wis icham a fyflhere, 

Wei fer come by wefle, . , 

To feche mine belle; 

Min net lyht her wel beade, 

Wilhinne a wel feyr pende ; 

Ich have leye there, 

Nou is this tbe feve'lhe yera j 1 

Icham icome to loke, 

Yef en j fy fill hit tote; 

Yef eny fy fill is tberinne, 

Tber of thou (halt wynne ; 

For icham come -to fyfih, 

Drynke nully of d yflb : 
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Drynke to Horn of borne, 
Wei fer ieh have yome, 
Rymenild him gan bihelde, 
Hire herte fel to kelde; 
Ne kneu hue noht is fyflhyng, 
Ne him felve nothyng : 
Ah wonder hire gan thynke, 
Why for Horn he bed drynke. 
Hue iulde the horn of wyne, 
Ant dronk to that pelryne. 
Hne feide, Drync thi felle, 
And fethtben thou me telle, 
Yef thou Horn ever feye, 
Under wode-leye. 
Horn drone of horn aftounde, 
Ant threu is ryng to ground*. 
Ant feide, Queue, thou the neb 
What y threu in the drench. 
The quene eode to boure, 
Mid hire maidnes foure, 
Hue fond that hue wolde, 
The ryng ygraved of goWe, 
That Ham of hire hedde, 
Fol fore byre adredda . 
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That Horn ded were, 

For bis ryng was there, 

Tho fende hue a damoifele, 

After thilke palmere : 

Pal mere, quoth hoe, fo Ire we, 

The ryng that thou ya threwe, 

Thou fey wer thou hit name, 

Ant hyder hou thou come. 

He feyde, By feint Gyle, 

Ich eode mony a myle, 

Wei fer yent by wefte, 

To feche myne belie ; 

Hi mete forte bydde, 

For fo me tho bitidde, 

Ich fond Horn knyht ftonde 

To fhipeward at ftronde, 

He feide he wolde geffe 

To aryve at WeftnefTe ; 

The (hip nora into flode 

With me and Horn the gode ; ] 

Horn bygan be fek and deye, 

And for his love me preye 

To gon with the rynge, 

To Rymenild the^ynge, 
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Wei ofte he hyne kefte, 

Crift yeve is foule refte I 

Rymenild feide at the firile, 

Herte nou to berfte ! 

Horn worth be no more, 

That Iiavctb. the pyned. fore. 1200 

Hue fel adoun a bedde, 

Ant after knyvcs gredde, 

To fiein mide hire kyng Lotue, 

And hire felve bothe, 

Withinne thilke nyhte, 

Come yef Horn ne myhte. 

To herte knyf hue fette, 

Horn in is anna hire kepte, ' 

His ihurte-lappe he gan take, 

And wypede awey the foule blake • ■ 1210 

That wcs opon his fuere.j 

Ant feide, Luef fo dere, 

Ne conft thou me yknowe t 

Ne am ich Horn thyn oi»e r 

Ich Horn of WeftneOe, 

In armes thou me keffe, 

Yclupten and kyfte 

So longe fo hem lyfle. 
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Rymenild, quoth he, ictcwehm? 

Doun lo the wodes endtf* ' ' ' 

For ther bueth'myne knyhtfe,' 

Worthi men and lyhte, ■'"!■.■ 

Armed under clothe ;■ 

Hue fhule make wrothe, 

The kyng and hife gelteft, 

That bueth at thife fefte*, 

To-day ychulle buem cacehff, ' 

Nou ichulle huem vacche. 

Horn fprong out of halle, 
Ys brunie he let falle; ' 
Rymenild code of bonis, 
Athulf hue fondltflw: 
" Athulf, be wel blytbe, 
Ant to Horn go fwythe, 
He is under wode-bowe, 
With felawes ynowe." ■' 
Athulf gon forth fprnge. 
For that ilke tydynge, 
Etier Horn he erode, ■ 
Him thohte is herte bernde, ' 

He olti>k him, y wiffe, 
And cufte him with blyfic. 
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Horn tok is preye, 

Ant dude him iu the weye, 

Hue comen in wel fone, 

The yates weren undone, 

Yarned fuilhe thicke, 

From fote to the uycke. 

AJle that ther evere weren, 

Withoute is trewe feren, "1250 

Ant the kyng Ay] mare, 

Y wis he hade muche care, 

Monk that ther fete, 

Hure lyf hy gonne lete. 

Horn underltondyng ne hede 

Of Fykeles felfsede, 

Hue fuoren alle, ant feyde, 

That hure non him wreyede, 

Ant fuore othes hulde, ■ 

That huere non ne fholde 1260 

Horn never bytreye, - 

Thau he on dethe leye. ■' . 

Ther hy range the belle, . '• ■■ L ■ 

That wedlak to fulfulte, ■ ■' ' ' -' 

Hue wenden hom with eyfe, '.'■''•' 

To the kynges paleyfe, 
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Ther wes the brudale fuete, 
For richemen ther ete; 
Telle ne mihte no tonge 
The gle that ther was fonge. 

Horn fet iu chayere, 
And bed hem alle j" here : 
He feyde, Kyng of londe, 
Hi tale thou underftonde : 
Ich wes ybore in Sudenne, 
Kyng wes mi fader of kenne ; 
Thou me to knyhte hove, 
Of kny hthod habbe y prove ; 
Thou dryve me out of thi lond, 
And feydeft ich wes tntytour ftrong ; 
Thou wendell that ich wrohte 
That y ner ne thohte, 
By Rymenild forte lygge, 
Y wys ich hit withfugge, 
Ne thai ich hit ner agynne 
Er ich Sudenne wynne ; 
Thou kep byre me aftounde, 
The wbile that ich founde 
Into myq heritage, 
With this Yriflhe page, 
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That land ichulle thorhroche, 
And do mi fader wreche ; 
Ychul be kyug of tonne, 
And lerne kynges roune : 
Then (hal Rymenild the yinge 
ligge by Horn the kynge. 

Horn gan to (liipe drawe, 
With hyfe Yriflhe felawe, 
Athulf with him his brother, 
He nolde habbe non other, I SCO 

The (hip bygau to cronde. 
The wynd bleu wel loude, 
Witbinne danes fyve, 
The (hip bigan ary ve, 
Under Sudennes fide, 
Buere (hip by gon to ryde. 
Aboute the midnyhte 
Horn eode wel rihte, 
He nom Athulf by honde, 
And ede up to londe; 1310 

Hue fonden under fhelde 
A knyht liggunde on felde, 
O the (helde wes ydrawe, 
A croyz of Jbefu Criftes lawe, 

vol. ii. L 
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The knyht him lay on flapfi, 
In amies wel yihape. 
Horn him gan ytake, 
And feide, Knyht, awake ; 
Thou fei me whet thou kcpe.ft, 
And here whi thou flepeft ; 
Me thinkes by croU Me, 
That thou leveft on Chile, 
Bote thou hit wo He fliewe, 
My fuerd fhal the to bewe. 
The gode knyht up aros, 
Of Homes wordes him agros : 
He feide ich fervy ille, 
Paynes to-yeynes mi wills; 
Ich wes Criitene fum while, 
Ycome into this yle, 
Sarazynes lothe and blake, 
Me made Jhefu foriake, . 
To loke this pasfage, 
For Horn that is of age, 
That woneth her by-wefle, 
God knyht mid the beftq,.. 
Hue Howe mid huere houde 
The kyng of thille londe, . 
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Ant with him mony bonder, 
Therfbre me thttncheth wonder ' ld40 

That be ne cometh to fyhte, 
God yeve him the myhte 
That wynd him hider dryve, 
To don hem alle of lyve, 
And flow en kyng Mury, 
Horn es com es mon hardy. 
Horn of load hue fenten, 
Tuelf children with him wenten, 
With hem we* Athulf the goiie, . 
Mi child, my oune fode. 1950 

Yef Horn is hoi ant founde, 
Athulf tit no wounde, 
He lovede Horn - with mihte, 
And be him with ryhte; 
Yef y myhte fe hem tueyc, 
Thenne ne noht i forte deye- 
" Knyht, be thenne blythc, 
Meft of alle fythe, ...-;. 

Athulf and Horn is fete, ' '■' ' " ;- : ■ 
Both we beth here. ' ■■ ISffQ 

The knyht to Horn gan &ippe, ' " 
And in his armes clippe' ■"■_ 



Digitize by GOOglC 



1*8 THE GESTE OF KYNG HORN. 

Much joye hue msden yfere, 

Tho hue to gedere ycome were. 

He faide, with (teyene thare, 

Yungemen, hou habbe ye yore yfere t 

Wolle ye tbis lond wyuue, 

And worue therynne i 

He feide, Suete Horn child, 

Yet ly veth thy modcr Godyld I 

Of tore hue ne mills , 

Olyve yef hue the wifte. 

Horn feide, on is ryme, 

Ybleffed be the time, 

Icham icome into Sadenne, 

With fele Yriflhemenne, 

We flmle the houudes kecche, 

And to the deye vecche ; 

Ant fo we fhulen hem teche 

To fpeken oure fpeche. 

Horn gan is hom blown, 
Is folk hit con yknowe, 
Hue. comeii out of hurne, 
To Horn fwy the yume ; 
Hue fraiten, and hue fyhten. 
The niht snd eke the ohtoun; 
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The Sarazyna hue Howe, 

Ant fumme quike to drowe, 

Mid fperea ord hue ftonge, 

De the olde and eke the yonge, (-390 

Horn lette fone wurche, 
Bothe chapel and chyrche ; 
He made belle rynge, 
Ant preftes mafie fynge ; 
He fohte is moder h&lle, 
In the roche walle ; 
He cufte hire ant grette, t 

Ant into the castel fette 
Croune he gan werie, 

Ant make ferte merye, 1400 

Murie he ther wrohte, 
Ah Rymenild hit abohte. 

The whiles Horn was oule 
Fikereld ferde ahoute, 
The betere forte fpede, 
The riche he yef mede, 
Bothe yonge ant olde, 
With him forte holde; 
Ston he dude lade, 
Ant lyni therto he made, 7410 
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Cartel he made fette, 
With waterre by flette, 
That theryn come ne myhte, 
Bole foul with .flyhte, 
Bote when the Tee wtthdiowe 
Ther mihte come ynowe. . 
. Ther Fykenild gon by wendc, 
Rymenild forte (hende. J 
To wyve he gan hire yertW,- 
The kyng ne durft him werne, 
Ant habbeth fct the day 
Fykenild to wedde the may; 
Wo was Rymenild of mods;, 
Terres hue wepte of blode. 
Thilke nyhte Horn fuete 
Con wel barde mete ,. , 
Of Rymenild hit make, 
That into ftiipe we» take,. 
The fliip gon overblenche. 
Is lemman fhulde adrenche. I ' ■ 

Rymenild mid hire honde 
Swymme wolde to londe ( . 
Fykenild ayeyn hire pylte, 
Mid his fuerdes tiylte. 
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Horn awck in is bed) 
Of his lemmon he wes adred ; 
Athulf, he feide, felawe, 
To fliipe nou we drawe; 
Fykenild me hath gon under, 
Ant do Rymenild fum wonder. 1440 

Crift, for his wondes fyvc, i . 

To nyhte thider us dryve ! 
Horn gone to (hipe ride, 
His knyhtes bi his fide* 
The (hip bigon to fture, 
With wynd god of cure, 
Ant Fykenild, her the day fpringe, 
Seide to the kynge, 
After Rymenild the b'rhyte, 
Ant fpoufede tyre by nyhte, 1450 

He ladde hire by derke. 
Into is newe werke, 
The fefte hue bigonna 
Er then aryfe the fonne. 
Homes ftiip at ftod in ltourc, 
Under Fykenildes boure, 
Nulie Horn alyve 
Wher he wes aryve, 
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Thene cast el hue ne knewe, 
For he was fo newe. 
The fee bigon to withdrawn, i 
Tho feh Horns his felawe, 
The fey re knyht Arnoldyn, 
That wes Atbulfes cofyn, 
That tier fet in that tyde 
Kyng Horn to abyde. 
He feide, Kyng Horn, kyngesfone, 
Hider thou art welcome, 
To-day hath fire Fykenild 
Yweddcth thi wif RymeniW, 
White the non this while, 
He haveth do the gyle ; 
This tour he dude make, 
Al for Rymenildes fake ; 
Ne may ther comen ynne 
No mon with na gynne. 
Horn, nou Crift the wiffe, 
Rymenild that thou ne miffe ! 
Horn couthe alle the Liftes 
That eni mon of wine. 
Harpe be gon (hewe, 
Ant tot him to felawe, 
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Knyhtes of the befte 

That he ever hede of wefte, 

Onen o the iherte, 

Hue gurden huem with fuerde, 

Hoe eoden on the gravele 

To wart the castele, 

Hue gonne murie finge, 

And makeden huere gleyngc ; 1490 

That Fykenild mihtc y-here, 

He axede who hit were. 

Men feide hit were harperis, 

Jogelers, ant fythelera. 

Hem ne dude in lete, 

At halle dore hue fete. 

Horn fette him abencbe, 

Is ha'rpe he gan clenche ; 

He made Rymenild a lay, 

Ant hue feide weylaway I 1 500 

Rymenild fel yfwowe, 
Tho nes ther non that lowe, 
Hit fmot Horn to herte, 
Sore con him fmerte. 
He lokede on is rynge, 
Ant o Rymenild the yynge, 
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He eode up to boidc, 
Mid his god fuorde ; 
Fykenildes croune 
He fel ther adoiufe, ■ 
Ant alle is menuc arowe, 
He dude odoun throwe, 
Ant made Arnoldyn kyngthere, 
, After kyng Aylmcre, 
To be kyng of Weftneffe, 
For his mildnefle ; 
The kyng ant is baronage 
Yeven him truage. 

Horn toe KymeriHd by honde, 
Ant ladde, hire to ftronde, 
Ant toe with him A ttatbrui , 
The gode ftiward of hire fader nous. 
The fee bigan to fiowen. 
Ant hy fafte to rowen, ., 
Hue aryveden under reme 
In a wel feyr ftreme; ' 

Kyng Mody wes kyng in i that loud, 
That Horn iloh with is bond, 
Athelbrtu he made ther kyng, 
For his gode techyng, 
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For fire Homes lore 
He we* mad kyng thore. 

Horn eode to ryve, 
The wynd him coo wel dryve, 
He aiyvede in Ynlosde, ■ ■ ■ ■ 

Ther Horn wo couthe er fonde ; 
He made -ther Athulf chyld 
Wedde mayden Ermenyld ; 
Ant Horn com to Sudenne, 
To is oune kenne ; 1540 

Rymenild he made ther is quene, 
So hit my hie bane. 
In trewe love hue lyvedeu ay,' 
Ant wel hue loveden godes lay: - -i 

Nou hue beoth bothe dede, - 
Crilt to heoveue us leode ! 



Digitize by Google 



[146] 



THE KYNG OP TARS: 



THE SOUDAN OP DAMMAS. 



Herewith now, bothe olde and yyng, 
For Maries love, that fwete thyng, 

How a werre bigan 
Bitwene a god Criftene kyng, 
And an he t bene heyhe Jordyng 

Of Daraas the foudan. 
The kyng of Taars hedde a wyf, 
The feirefte that mighte bere lyf, 

That eny raoh telle can ; 
A dough ter the! hadde hem bitweeit, 
That heore rihte heir fcholde ben, 
White fofether of fwan. 
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Chaaft heo was and feir of chere, 
With rode red fo blofme on brere, 

Eyyen ftepc and graye, 
With lowe fchuldres, and whyte fwere, 
Hire to feo was gret preyere 

Of princes pert in play. 
The word of hire fprong ful wyde 
Feor and ner, bi uche a fyde, 

The foudan herde fay, 
Him thoughte his herte wolde breke on five 
Bot he mihte have hire to wyve, 

That was fo feir a may. 

The foudan ther he fat in halle, 
He fenle bis mesfagers faftc withalle 

To hire fader the kyng, 
And feide hou fo bit ever bifalle, 
That maide he wolde clothe in palle, 

And fpoufen hire with bis ryng : 
" And elles i fwere, withouten fayle, 
I fchul hire winnen in pleyn batayle, 

With mony an heih lordyng." 
The mesfagers ben forth iwent, 
To don heor lordes co maun dement, 

Withouten eny dwellyng. 
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Whon the kyng this tinderftood, 
For wraththe neib he waxeth wood, 

And feyde si in his fawe. 
Be hym tbat.dyycd on the rod, 
Rather wolde i fpille my Woil, 

And in batayle ben flawe; 
And al the lond that is mya, 
At heo fcholde wedde a Samzyn, 

The devet him er to drawe ; 
But heo wolle bi hire goode wille 
Wend to him hirefelf to fpille, 

Hire thoughtes nouht i knawe. 

That fchul ye witen ar ye pafe. 

His doughter com forth in that place, 

Tofore hire fader blyve. 
Doughter, he feide, the foudan of Damas 
Defyrelh for to t'co thi fas, 

And have the to wyve. 
Doughter woft thou for eny trefonr 
Forfake Crift ur faveour, 

That foSrede woundes fyve ? 
The mayde oufwerde, with mylde mood, , 
To hire fader tber he ftod, 

Nay, lord, fo tnot i thrpve.' 
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Jbefu, that dyyed on the treo, 
Let me nevere that day ifee 

A tiraunt for to take. 
For Marie love that mayden freo, 

god and perfonct threo, 
Aril yif hira wan and wrake. 

Doughtur, he feide, beo now.ftille, 
Thow fchalt never be wetideb him lille 
For bolt that he con make ; . . . 

1 fchal him feeade fuch wordes to feyn, 
That al his thought fchal tome to'veyn, 

For thou haft him forfake; 

Bi theos fame raesfagers, ' • 

That cometh from the foudan fers.- 

Theos wordes to him -he ffint'j 
Heo nolde not leeven on his maneers, 
To god heo made hire plovers, 

That lord omnipotent ; 
And bad him take, another thought, 
For hire ne fcholde he wedde nouht, 

For gold, felver, ne rent. 
Whon the mesfagcrs this herds feyn 
Soone thei torucde hem ayeyn, 

And to the foudan went. 
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The Soudan Tat at lib ties, 
Ifervcd of his furfte mes, 

Thei comen in to the haile, 
Tofore the prince proud in pres, 
Heorc tale thei tolden withouten lees, 

And on heoie knees gunne falle : 
And feide, Sire, the kyng of Tars 
Of wikked wordes nis not fears, 

Hethene hound he doth the calle, 
And er his doughter be yive the tille, 
Thyn herte blod he wol fpille, 

And thi barouns alls. 

Wiion the foudan this iherde 
As a wod mon he ferde, 

His robe he rente adouii, 
He tar the her of bed and herd* 
And feide he wolde hir wive. with fwerd, 

Beo bis lord feynt Mahoun. 
The table admin riht he fmot 
In to the flore foot hot, 

He lokede as a, wylde lyon ; 
Al that he bitte he fmot doun riht, 
Bothe fergaunt and kniht, 

Erl and eke baroun. 
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So he fcrde forfoLhc a pliht 
Al a day and al a niht, 1 iq 

That no mon raihii hym chafte ; 
A morwen, whon hit was day-libl, 
He feat his mesfagers ful riht 

After his barouns in hafte: 
[That thai com to his p&riement, 
For to heren his jugement, 

Bothe left and mail ; 
When the parlement was pleyner, 
Tho bifpac the foudan fer, 

And feyd to hem in haft :] jgO 

I^rfyngcs, he feifh, what to rede } 
Me is don a gret misdede, 

Of Taars the Criftene kyng ; 
I bed hem bothe lond and lede, 
To have his doubter in worthli wede. 

And fpoufe hire with my ryng: 
And he feide, withouten fayle, 
Arft he wolde me fie in batayle, 

And mony a gret lordyng; 
4c fertes he fchal be forfwore, no 

Or to wrothe hele that he was bore, 

Bote he hit ther to bring. 
vol. n. M 
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Therfore, lordinges, i have after ow teat r 
For to come to my parliment, 

To wite of yow counfayle; 
And aile oufwerde, with good entent, 
Thci wolde be at his comaundement 

Withouten eny fayle. 
And, whon thei were aile at his hefte, 
The foudan made a wel gret fefte. 

For love of his batayle ; 
The foudan gederet an oft unryde, 
With Sarazins of muchel pryde, 

The kyiig of Tars to aefayle, 

Whon the kyng bit herde that tyde 
He fcntc aboute on uche a fyde 

Aile that he raihte of feende ; 
Gret werre tho bigon to wrake, 
For the manage ne mofte be take 

Of that may den heende. 
Batayle thei fette uppon a day, 
Withiime die thridde day of May, 

Mo lengor nolde thei leende ; 
The foudan com with gret power, 
With helm briht, and feu- baaeer, 

Uppon that kyng to wende. 
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The foudan ladde an huge oft, 

And com with muche pruyde and bolt, 

With the kyng of Tars to fihte ; 
With hym mony a Sararan feer, 
Alle the feldes feor and titer 

Of helmes leomede lihte. 
The kyng of Tars com alfo, 
The foudan batayle for to do, 

With mony a Crificnc kniht ; 
Eyther oft gon othur asfayle, 
Tiier bigoii a ftrong batayle, 

That grislych was of fiht. ■ 

Tlireo hethene ayein twey Criftene men, 
And falde hem doun in the fen, 

With wepnes ftif and goodej 
The fteorne Sarazins, in that fiht, 
Slowe ur Criftene men doun riht, 

Thei fouhte as heo wcore woode. 
The foudan oft in that ftounda 
Feolde the Criftene to the grounde, 

Mony a freoly foode ; 
The Sarazins withoutetl fayle 
The Criftene culde in that batayle, 

Nas non that hem withftode. 
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Whon the kyng of Tan f»uh that Ciht, 
Wodde he was for wraththe apliht, 

Id hond he hent a fpere, 
And to the foudan he rod ful riht, 
With a dunt of muche mih t, 

Adoun he gon him here. 
The foudan neigh he hedde iilawe, 
But thritti thoufent of helhene lawe, 

Cooraen him for to were, 
And broughten him ayeyn uppon his ftee* 
And holpe him wel in that nede, 

That no man mihte him dere. 

Whon he was brouht uppon his ftede, 
He fpreng as fparkle doth of gjede, 

For wraththe and for envye ; 
AUe that he hutte he made hem bletfc, 
He ferde as he wolde a wede, 

Mahoun, help ! he gan crye. 
Mony an helm ther was unweved. 
And mony a bacinet to-cleved, 

And fadeles mony emptye; 
Men mihte fe uppon the reld 
Moni a kniht ded under fcheld, 

Of the Crifteiie cumpaignye. 
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Whon the king of Tars faugh hem fo ryde, 
No lengor there he nolde abyde, 

Bote fleyh to bis oune cite; 
The Sarazins that ilke tyde 
Slough adoun bi uche a fyde 

Ur Criftene folk fo fre. 
The Sarazins that tyme faunz fayle 
Slowe ur Criftene in batayle, 

That reuthe hit was to fe ; 
And on the morwe for heore fake. 
Truwes thei gunne togidere take, 

A moncth and dayes dire, 

As the king of Tars fat in his halle, 
He made fill gret dcol withalle, 

For the folk that ho hedde ilore; 
His douhter com in riche palle, 
On kneos heo gon biforen him falle, 

And feide with fyking fore : 
Fader, heo feide, let me beo his wyf, 
That ther be no more ft rif 

Then hath ben her bifbre; ' <''■ 
For me hath be much folk fchent. 
Slawen and morthred, and to-reni 

Alias, that i was bore ! 
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Fader, ichulle him fervc at wille, 
Eili and late, loude and ftille, 

And lecven on god atmiht ; 
Bote hit be fb he wol the fpille, 
And al thi londea take hym title, 

In batayle and in fiht. 
Certes, i nul do lengor drye 
That Criftene men fchul for me dye, 

Thorw grace of god almiht ; 
Then was the kyng of Tan ful wo 
Anon he onfwerde tho 

To hia douhter briht, 

Douhter, he feide, blefsed thou be 
Of god that fit in trinite 

The tymc that thou were bore, 
That thou wott fave thi moder and me 
Thi preyere now i graunte the 

Of thai thou bede before. 
Fader, heo feide, pur charite, 
And for Crift in trinite, 

Blyve that ich weore thore, 
Ar eny more ferwe arere, 
That ye ne my moder deie 

For me beo nought forlore. 
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The kyng tho, with good entent, 
In to his chaumbre hath ifent 

Aftur his qween fo hende, 
When heo was comen in prefent, 
Dame, he fetde, ur doughter hath meat 

To the foudan for to weende. 
Dame, he feid, counfeyle me, 
Her beoth no mo bote we thre 

Icomen of Critfeue kende. 
The qween onfwerde, wilhouten fajle, 
Therto fchal i nevere counfayle 

Ure douhter for to fchende. 

Thenne was the dough ter wo, 
Mcrci heo criyede hire moder tho, 

With a reuthful ftevene : 
" Moder, hit nis not louge a gou 
That ther wer for me floa 

Threo thoufent men and fevene ; 
And certea i nul no lengor drye - 
That Criften men fchul for me dye, 

Thorwgh grace of god in hevene." 
Weore'thei wel, weore thei wrothe, 
The dough ter dude overcome-hem bothe 

Beo riht refoo and evens, 
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Whon thei weoren thus atoo 
Mesfageres he fente anon 

To the proude foudan, 
To make frendes that weore fon, 
No mo folk thei wolde Hon, 

His doughter he graunted him thai). 
Whon the roesfagers thus herde feyn 
Smartliche thei lornede ayeyn, 

To the foudan fwart and wan ; 
Whon he herde heore let ties rade 
Then was he bolhe blithe and glad, 

And murie as eny man. 

And feide, Ichul ben at his wille, 
Erly and late, loude and ftille, 

And help him at his neode ; 
No mo folk nul i now fpille : 
The kyng anon he ferule tills 

And thonkede him of that dede. 
The kyng and qwene in chaumbre were t 
In care and ferwe and ntucbe wo, 

In liori as we rede ; 
Wei hem was withoutc les 
That the foudan wolde make pes 

With CriHen felaure'de. 
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This fel in mid-fomer tyde 

The foudan nolde no lengor byde, 

To the kyng of Tar- he fent, ^ 

With Sarazms, and with muche pryde, 
With mony a juwel, is nought to huyde, 

To make him a prefent 
Forth thei went that ilke tyde, 
To the kyng of Tars thei gan ryde. 

That was hothe freo and gent ; 
Thei welcomed the mesfagere, .- Sit) 

Of gret renthe ye may here, 

Whou thei to chaumbrc went. 

[n chaumbre kyng and qwene was tho, 
In ferwe and care and muche wo, 

For heore doughter hende ; 
Heor doughter com bifore hem go. 
And bad hem bi hire counfeil do, 

To fave Criftene kendo. 
The doughter Iher with wordea flille 
Brought hem bothe in beter wille, 320 

And in to halle gunne wende, 
And welcomcde the meafagere, 
That come fro the foudan fen, 

With wordes feire and hcnde. 
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Then feide the qwene after than, 
Hou fareth yor lord ihe foudan, 

That is fo noble a kniht ? 
The mesfagers onfwere gam, 
He fared) as wel as eny man, 

And is yor fiend apliht. 
The qween onfwerde, with mylde mod, 
To the mesfagers ther thei (tod, 

And fwor thenne anon riht, 
Ich fouchefaf on him my blod, 
To him heo nis not to good, 

Tliaugh heo weore ten fo btihL 

The mesfagers weore glad and Wythe, 
With knihles fele and fades ftythc 

Thei brouhte hire to chare ; 
The ky rig and qwen weoren unbliihc, 
Heoie forwe couthe no mon kithc, 

To icon hire from hem fare, 
Thei feye hit mihte non other go 
The kyng and the qwene alfo 

Thei cuile heore doubter thare, 
Bi taughten hire god for evenno : 
Hem felf ayeyn thei lornede tho, 

Of bliffe thei weore si bare. 
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Nou lete we of that raournyug, 
And fpcke we of that maiden ying, 

To the foudan heo is ifare ; 
He com with mony an heigh lordyng 
For to welcome that fwete thing 

Ther heo com in hire chare. 
He cufte hire wel mony a fithe, 
His joye couthe no mop kithe, 

Awei was al hire care j 
Id to chaumbre heo was led, 
With riche clothes heo was clede, 

Hethene as thaugh heo ware. 

The foudan ther he fat in balle, 
He comaundede his knihtes alle 

That maiden for to fette ; 
Id cloth of riche purpel palle, 
And on hire hed a comcli calle, 

Bi the foudan heo was fette. 
Unferoely was hit for to fe 
Heo that was fo briht of ble 

To habbe fo foul a raet.te, 
Thaugh heo made inerthe and folas, 
The ferwe at hire herte was, 

tie mihte no mon hit lette. 
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Whon bit com (o the niht, 
Leve hco lok that buiide bribt, 

To cbaumbre for to wende, 
With hire wente moni an hethen kniht, 
A riche bed ther was idiht 

For tbat maiden hende. 
Whon hit was al redi wrought, 
The foudan nolde therin cony noaht, 
For fo ne for frende ; 
But he nuhte make that ma; 
To leeven uppon his faifti lay, 

That com of Criftene kende. 

Fill lolh were a Criftene mon 
To ligge bj an hethens wommoti, 

That leevede on falfe lawe, 
And as loth was thulke fuudan 
Thulke maiden for to tan, 

As ich fynde in my fawe. 
The foudan went to bedde al prefi, 
Knihtes and ladyea token heore reft, 

Folk beo gonne withdrawe ; 
The may den no thing ne flepe, 
But al niht lay and wepe 

Forte tbat day gon dawc. 
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And as Leo fel a llcpe thore 
Hir thoughlc iber ftod hire bifore 

An hundred houndes blake, 
And borketi on hire laflfe and more, 
£n ther was that graved hire fore, 

Awei he wolde hire take, 
Ac heo nc durfte him not frayte. 
For drede lefte he wolde hire byte, 

Such maystries he gon make ; 
Aud as heo wolde awei fle, 
Hir thoughte ther ftode deveies thre, 

Al brennyng as a drake. 

So gryslich thei were wrought, 
Uche of hem a fwerd brought, 

And mad hire afert fo lore ; 
On Jhefu Criil was al hire thouht, 
Therfore thei mihte hire harme nouht, 

Nonther lalTe ne more. 
Fro the fendes heo was delyvered found, 
But atte lafte ther com an hound, 

With brode brouwes and hore, 
Alraoft he bedde hire adoiin, 
Bat, thorw Criftes pasiioun, 

Heo was ifaved thore. 
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Yit thouhte hire more, withoute lefyng, 
As heo lay in hire fwevenyng, 

Selcouth bit is to rede, 
The blakc hound, that hire was folewyng, 
Thorw the miht of bevene kyng, 

To hire fpac in monhede, 
In whit crmurc as a knihl, 
And feide to hire, My fwete wight, 

Ne dar the no thing drede 
Of Tirmagaunt nc of Mahoun, 
-The lord that foffrede pasfioun 

The fcbal helpe at nede. 

Whon the mayde was awaked 
Hire flefch i wis was al aquaked 

For drede of hire fwevenynge, 
On hire bed hco'fat al naked, . 
To Jhefu Crift hire mone heo maked, 

Al mihtful hevene kynge, 
As wis as he hire deore bouhte 
That hire fweuene that heo thouhte 

Scholde tome to good endynge. 
Whon the maiden aryfen was, 
A iron the foudan of Damas, 

In to his temple he let hire bring* 
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And feide to that feire may, 
Thou moft leeven uppon my lay, 

And knele her adouu, 
Forfake thou moil thi faiie lay, 
That thou hall leved on mony a day, 

And leeven on fire Maboiin. 
Ccrtes, but thou wolt do lb, 
Thie fader and raoder ichulle do, 

Bi Jovin and Plotoun j 
Bi Mahoun, and bi Tirmagaunt, 
No mon fchal be heore waraunt, 

Emperour lie kyng with croun. 

The may den onfwerds, with glad chere, 
To the foudan as ye may hecre, 

Sire, i nul the no thing greve, 
Tel me which is youre maneere, 
So fchal i make my prayere, 

And on yor goddes leeve. 
To Tirmagaunt ichul me take, 
And Jhefu Grift ichul forfake, 

That made Adam and Eve, 
And ferve the, fire, at thi wille, 
Kili and late, loud and ftille, 

A morwe and eke an eve. 
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Then was the foudan glad and blithe, 
Mahoun he thonkede feole fithe 

That heo was fo biknowe ; 
His joyes couthe no mon kithe, 
He bad hire go about fwithe, 

And culTe bis goddes arowe. 
Furft be cufte Appolin, 
Aftrot, and fire Jovin, 

For drede of worldes awe ; 
In tbe temple whil heo was ther . 
Of Mahoun and Jubiter 

Ther heo lernde the lawe, 

Whon that heo hire lawes couthe . 
Heo feiile hem openly with mouthe, 

Ac Crift foryat he nouht ; 
Wbcr heo weore bi north or fouthe 
Nas munftral non with harpe lie crouthe 

That ones mihte chaunge hire thought, 
Evere wende the foudan niht and day, 
Heo hedde ileeved on his lay, 

And y it be was bicauht ; 
Whon heo was hire felf alone 
To Jhefu Crift' beo made hire mone 

That al this world hath wrought. 
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The foudan for hire love that tyde 
Let criye on his tond bi uch a fyde 

A turnament to take ; 
The ftrcngeft. that mihte on hors lyde, 
He dubbedc hem with muchc pryde, 

And knih tea he let hem make. 
Trompors gunne heore hemes blowe, 
The knihtes riden out on a rowe, 

On ftedes white and blake; 
Anon riht alfo fwitbe, 
Stronge men gon maystries kitbe 

For that maidenes fake. 

The mayden and the foudan, 
In a tour thei leyen than, 
The turnament to biholde ; 

When the turnament bigon 
Ther was femblet mony a mon, 

Of Sarazins (lout and bdlde. 
Heo leyden on as heo weore wode. 
With fwerdes and with maces goode, 

Knihtes yonge and olde ; 
So thei foughte with egre mood, 
OS heore bodies rah the blod , 

In tale as hit is tolde. 

VOL. II. N 
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Mony an helm ther was uuweved, 
And barinettes al to dreved, 

And knihtes icaft to grounde; 
And fumme ployed of the hevod, 
And fumme heort fcolles iclcved, 

With ferwe the! weore unfouude. 
So lafte the turnement apliht, 
Fro the monve.to the iiiht, 

Ther yeven was moni a wounde: 
A inorwc the foudan wedded that may 
In the manor of bis lay, 

In (tori as hit is founde. 

The foudan and that ladi lie, 

Thei weore togeder but monethes thre, 

That heo ne was grete with childe ; 
Heo gon to chauage al hire blco, 
The foudan felf hit gon ifeo, 

Joly he wax and wylde. 
Then was the ladi fwithe wo, 
Jbefu heo bifoughte fbo 

From fchome he fcholde hire ichilde; 
And bi the fourti wikea ende, 
Heo was delyvered out of faeende, 

Tborw help of Marie mylde. 
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And wbon the child, was ibore 
Wo was ihe midwyf therfore, 

For lymes hedde hit nOil ; 
But as a roomie of flefche icore 
In cbaumbre lay hire bifore, 

Withouten blod or bop. 
The ladi was wo as hco wotde dye, 
Hit hedde nouther neofe nor eiye, 

But lay ftille as a fion ; 
The foudan com that ilke tyde, 
And with his wyf he gon to chyde, 

That wo was hire bigon. 

" Sertes dame, i fei the bifore, , 
Ayeyn my goddes thou art forfwore, 

Bi riht refon i preve ; 
Therfore this child that is ibore, 
Lyf and lyrae hit is forlore, 

Thorw thi.falfe byleeve. 
Thou leeveft not riht a fyn 
On Astrot ne on Jovyn, 

On morwe ne on eve ; 
On Mahoun ne on Tinnagaunt , 
Therfore iloren is this luy'tel faun t, 

No wonder thaugh me grave." 
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Then the ladi was ful wo, 
Anon onfwerde the foudan tho, 

Sire, let be thi thouht; 
The child that we have togedere two, 
For thi bileeve hit fareth _fo, 

Bi him that me hath wrouhu 
Tak hit up welfone anon, 
And to yor temple therwith yegon, 

And loke ye lette hit nquht; 
And preye thi goddes alle iieere, 
As thow art hem bo the lef and dere, 

To lyve that hit beo brouht. 

And yif Mahoun and Jovin con- 
Make hit iformed aftur mou, 

With lyf and lymes ariht ; 
Be him that al this world wan,. 
Icbul bileeve upon hem than 

That thei beoth muchel of mihty 
And but thei hit conne to Jyvebringe, 
On hem byleeve i nul no things, , , 

Nouthcr bi day nor niht, 
The child he tok up anon, 
In to his temple he can. gon ;.., . 

Bifoie his godes "nil diht. 
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Uppon his auter he con hit leyu, 
And heold up his hondes tweyn, 

The raountaunce of fy ve mylp : 
A, mihtful Mahoun, be gan fayn, 
And Tirmagaunl fo ful of mayn, 

Id yow nas never gyle ; 
Astrot and fire Jovin, 
Tirmagaunt and Appolin, 

Now help in this peryle | 
Ofte he criyetle, and ofte he ros, 
So longe that he wox al hos, 

And al he lofte his while. 

Whon he hedde altogedere ipreyd, 
And al that cvere he coutbe ifeyd, 

Hit lay a* iiille as (ton ; 
He liurte him up in a breyd, 
In his herte fore atrayyed, 

For boote com ther non. 
Uppon his child he gan to calle, 
Me holpe him nought his goddcs alle, 

Wei wo was him bigon ; 
On Tirmagaunt he gon to grede, 
" On yow nas never help at nede, 

Fy on ow everichon t" 
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He heate a ftaf with herte grele. 
And al his goddes he gan to bete. 

And drouh hem alle adoun, 
And leyde on til that he con fwete, 
With fterae ftrokes and with grele, 

On Jovyn and Ptotoun ; 
On Astrot and fire Jovin, 
On Tirmagaimt and Appolin, 

He brak hem fcolle and cronn ; 
On Tirmagaunt, that was heore brother, 
He lafte no lyme hole with other, 

Ne on his lord feynt Mahoun. 

Whon thei weore bete ful good won, 
The chHd lay ftille as eny fton 

Uppon bis auteere ; 
The child he tok up fona anon, 
In to his chaurabre he gan goo, 

And feide, Dame, have hit here : 
Icbuve i don al that i con 
To don hit formen after mon, 

With beodes end with preyere; 
To alle my goddes ich have bifoufat, 
Non of hem con helpe hit nouht; 

Thedevel fet hem on fuyw t 
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Then onfwerde that gode worn man, 
To hire lord the foudan, 

Sire, ich the bifeche 
The befle red that ich con, 
Be him that this world won, 

To don as i the tecbe. 
Thou hall asfcyed goddes thyn, 
Wolte that ich afaye myn, 

Whether be better leche ? 
And leove, lire, trouwe on this, 
And leef on hym that ftrengor is, 

For doute of more wrecche. 

Then onfwerde the foudan tlior, 
In his herte he was ful for, 

To feo that celli fiht; 
Dame, ichulle don after thi lore, 
Vif that i may feo bifc-re, 

That thi god beo of fuch mini. 
With eny flrengthe that i con, 
Yif he conforme hit after 1 mun, 

With lyf and limes ariht, 
Mi falfe goddes icbul forfake, 
To Jhefu Crift thenne ichul me take, 

As ich am a trewe kniht. 
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Glad was thenne that gode womraan 
That hire lord the foudan 

Hath graunlede hire preiyere, 
And that he wolde beo Crifiene man, 
Heo thonketh him that this world bigan, 

And Marie his moder dere, 
Nou, lordi nges, herkpeth a lnuri psa 
Hon this child icriftned waa, 

And hath limes hoi and feere; 
And hou the foudan of Damas 680 

Was icriftnet in that cas, 

Lufineth, and ye fchul here. 

The ladi feide in that ftounde, 
Sire, ye have in prifun bounde 

Mony a Criftene man ; 
Let fee he bi lofte mid bi grounde, 
"Yif cny Crifiene prifoun mighte be founde, 

And bringe bii'ore me than : 
And ye fchul feo er to morwe non 
What my god hymfelf con don 6$0 

More then thi maumetes can. 
The prifouns were anon houht, 
A Criftene preft then forth was broulit, 

Be helle of that foudan. 
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Adoun he fel uppon hiskne, 
And feire he grette that ladi fre, 

And feide with fikynges fore ; 
And feide, Dame, ible.sfet ye be 
Of god that fit in triuite, 

The tyme that- ye weore bore. 
The ladi feide, Art thou a preft, 
Beleeveft thou on Jhefu Crift, 

Conft thou of Criftes lore? 
The preit onfwerde foone anon, 
In •oerbo del ich was on, 

Ten winter feththe and more. 

Fyve yer hit is agon, 
That i ne fong maffe non, 

Hitlikethmefuliile; 
So long i wis hit is agon, 
I have ilived in prilun of (ton, 

With wrong and rauchel unlkille. 
The ladi feide, let beo thi fare, 
Thou fchalt be brought out of thi care, 

Yif thou cunlt holde the (title ; . 
Thorw thin help and myn this ftoundes, 
We fchul make Ciiftene of hethene houndes; 

God graunte yif hit be his wille. 
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Hep feide, I chain the foudans wyf, 
Thou moil do ftille withouten iirjf, 

Al in privite ; 
Her is a child felcouth difcrif, 
Hit nath nouther lyrae ne lyf, 

Ne eyen for to fe. 
Holy water thou molt make, 
And that wrecche thou mod take, 

For the love of me ; 
And criftne bit wlthouten blame, 
And nempne hit in the fader name, 
That fitteth in trinite. 

On him is al myn help apliht, 
That ilke lord ml of mUil, 

Of feme he may me flake ; 
Yif hit were icriftnet ariht, 
Hit fcholde ha forme to leo with fibt, 

With lyf and limes to wake. 
The ladi bad hire may dens anon, 
Out of hire chaumbre forte gon, 

For dreds of wriyying fake ; 
The preft anon in that tyde, 
In feir vesfel him byfyde, 

Holi water gon make. 
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In mid-Comer tyde this was done, 
In worfcbupe of Crift in trone, 

As i ow telle may; 
The preft tok the child anon, 
And nempne hit to hote Jon, 

In worfchipc of that day. 
Whon hit was criftned ihorw grace, 
Hit hedde bothe lyraes and face, 

And cryede with gret deray, 
Huyde and heuh, boa and fel, 
And ever! lyme, foth to tel, 

In flori as ich ow fay, 

Feirore child miht non be bore, 
Hit hedde never a lyme ilore, 

Wei fchapen hit was withalte ; 
The prcft no lengor dwelled thore, 
But yeode and tolde the foudan fore, 

As he fat in his halle. 
The ladi lay in hire bed, 
With riche clothes befpred, 

Of gold and purpre palle, 
The chyld heo tok up as blyve, 
And thonked ur ladi with joyes fyve, 

The miracle that ther was telle. 
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Lord, heo feide, i preye to the, 
Almihti god ii) trinity 

Nou yef me miht and fpace. 
That i mote that day iie 
That my lord icriftnet be, 

The foudan of Damace. 
The foudan com in that was fo blak, 
The child heo fchewed him alio fpak, 

With lyf and limes and (ace. 
Heo feide, Mahoun ne Appolin, 
Were not worth the brustel of a fwyn, 

Ayeynes my lordes grace. 

Then feide the foudan, Lemmon myn, 
Tcham nou glad wel a fyn, 

Mai ne mon blitbur he. 
Ye, fire, heo feide, be feint Katerin, 
Yif haluendel the child were thyri 

Then miht ye gladnes fe. 
Dame, be feide, hou is that ? 
Nis hit not myn that ich biyat ? 

No, fire, i wis, feith heo, 
But thou weore criftne as hit is, 
Thou nail no part tberof i wis, 

Nouther of child He of me. 
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But yif thou criftne wol-let the make, 
More drede and more wrake 

The while thou art alyve ; 
For yif thou were a Criflene man, 
Then were hit thin that thou wan, 

Thi child and eke thi wyve : 
And whon thou art ded thou fchalt wende 
To joye that lafteth wi thou ten ende, 

May no mon hit difcryve. 
Dame, feith the foudan, beo nou ftille, 
Ichul ben at thin owne wills, 

And ben icriftned blyve. 

Mi maumetrie ichul forfake, 
And criftendom ichul take, 

. Withinne this thridde day : 
No more folk diftruye i nil, 
I preye that preft to come me til 

To tec he me Criflene lay. 
Priveliche that hit be, 
That no mon wite bote we thre. 

As ferforth as ye may j 
Yif eny hit wrifte heigh or lowe, 
Icholde be brent and don of dowe, 

Yif i forfoke my lay. 
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The preft anon com after than, 
And feiile to the foudan, 

Sire, now icham here, 
With al the mibt that i con, 
To helpe make the a Criitene mon, 

And godes lawe to lere. 
His bond uppon his brefte he leide, 
In verba dei he fwor and feide, 

To you botbe ifeere; 
Trewe and trufti ichul be 
To al that evere falleth for me, 

And helpe at my powere. 

A morwe, whon the preft awaketh, 
A feir vesfel to him he laketh, 

Wilh watur cler and colde ; 
Anon riht for the foudan fake 
His preyers he gon to make, 

To him that Judas folde; 
And to Marie his moder dere, 
That the Toudan criftned were, 

That was fo breme and bolde ; 
And yef him miht and fpace 
Thorw his vertii and nis grace 

His criftendam wet to holde. 
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A raorwe, as Tone a» hit wu day, - 
The foudan in bis bed lay, 

And up be gan to rife ; 
He clepede the preft, and gon to fay, 
Dihte the red! that thou may 

That fchal to my fervyfe. 
The preft onfwerde anon tho, ■ 
Ichave al redi that fchal therto, 

Al-redi in alle wyfe. 
The foudan dihte him naked anon, 
In to the watur he con gon, 

And refeyvede the baptife. 

The preAe hihte fire Cleophas, 

And nempnede fo the foudan of Dumas, 

After his owne name ; 
His colour that.lodlich and blak was, 
Hit bi com feir thorw godes gras, 

And clcr withoute blame, 
Whon the foudan hedde therof a fibt, 
That god was of fo muchc mibt, 

His care was tornd to game ; 
Whoq the preft hedde al ifeid, 
And holy watur on hym leyd, 

To chaumbre thei wenten in fame. 
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He com iher the ladi lay, 
Certes, dame, he gon to lay, 

Thi god is good and trewe. 
The ladi that Like day 
Wepte with hire eyen gray, 

Unnethe hire lord heo knewe. 
But wel heo wulte iu hire thouht 
On Mahoun he leevede nouht, 

Bi chaungynge of his he we, 
And'for that he was criftnet fo 
AI awei was hire wo, 

Hire joye wox al newe. 

Sire, heo feide, pur ckariti, 
Sent this preft in privitfc, 

To my fader the kyng, 
And bide him for the love of me, 
That he come hider to the, 

With al that he may bring : 
And whon that he is hider icome. 
He criftene the lond al and fome, 

Bothe olde and ying, 
And hole nil not criftned be 
Hong hem heighe lippon a Ire, 

Withouten eny dwellyng. 
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The foudan tok the preft bi the honde, 
And bad him go and nothing wonde. 

To the kyng of Tars ful y are, 
" And do him to utlderftonde, 
That icham thorw godes fonde 

Ibrouht al out of care. 
Bid him com htder with his oft, 
Priveliche withouten boft, 

For no thy tig that be ne ("pare." 
Forth the preft is iwent, 
To don the lordes coraaundement, 

To Tars then is he fare. 

Forth wente fir Cleophas, 

To the court thorw godes gras, 

Withouten eny dwellyng, 
Tolde (he kyng al the cas ; 
Hon the child ded-boren was, 

A misforfchapen thing ; 
And thorw the preyere of his wyf 
Hit hcdile bothe lyme and lyf, 

In the watur of his criffenyng; 
And hou the proude foudan 
Was bicome a Criftene man, 

Thorw miht of hevene kyng, 

VOL. II. O 
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He radde the letties that he brouht, 
In the lettre hit was iwrouht, 

As ich ou telle may, 
He badde hym come and lette nouht, 
With al the pouwei that he mouht, 

Uppon a ferteyn day. 
" Priveliche with thin oft, 
Thou fcholdeft come without* boft, 

And ferche tiche c tin tray, ■ 
And hole wole not criftnet be 
Scholde be honged on a tre, 

Withouten eny delay." 

A gladdor mon mighle not.ben, 
He clepte bis barouns and his qwen, 

And tolJe hem in his fawe, 
The foudan, that was flout and kene, 
Criftnet was wjthoutenwene, 

And leevede on Criftcs law?. 
And to me hath ifent his fonde, 
He wol criftcnc al his londe, 

Yif he mikte wel fawe ;* 
Ho nil not come to criftenyng,, 
Weore he never fo heigh lordyog, 

He fcholik be to-drawc. 
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Therfore, lordynges, out-riht, 
Duik, erl, baroun, and kniht, 

Let yor folk out beode, 
And whon that ye bcth redi ililit, 
With helm on bed and brunye brifat, 

Help me wel at neode. 
The kyng of Tars, that ilke tyde, 
Sente aboute bi uche a i'yde, 

To knihtes douhti in dede; 
The kyng dihte him for to wende, 
With fixti thoufend knihtes hende, 

This was a feir felawrede. 

Forth he went>.withouten let, 
The fame day that he hcddc fet, 

To the foudan wel yare ; 
Whon thei were togeder imet, 
A muri gretyng ther was gret, 

Of lordes that ther ware. 
A femely fiht was to fe 
The ladi falde doun on kne 

Bifore hire fader thare ; 
Ther was joye, pite alfo, 
Whon heo lolde of weole and wo, 

Of auntres that weore fare. 
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The foudan ther he fat in halle, 

He cleped his knihtes bifoien him alle, 

And al his oune meyne, 
Bi heore name he gan hem calle, 
Lordynges, what fo ever biialle, 

Icriftcned ye fchul be. 
For ichave Mahoun forfake, 
To Jhefu Crift ich have me take, 

And ferles fo fchul ye; 
And hole wol not fo don, 
He fchal ben banged fwithe fan, 

Be him that dyyed on tre. 

When the foudan hedde thus told, 
Ther was mony a Saraziu bold, 

That with the foudan were, 
Summe feide that thei wolde, 
And furame feide that thei nolde, 

Be criftened in none manere. 
And hole wolde here mauraetes forfake, 
Criliene men let hem take, 

And weore hem lef and dere ; 
And ho that, nolde do bi heore red, 
Criften men tafc of heore hed, 

Fafte bi the fwere. 
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The foudan had in his prifon riht, 
Thritti thou fend prifons apliht, 

Of raony an uncouth theode, 
Thoi that were ftrunge and wiht, 
He delyveredc hem anon riht) 

And armed hem upon ftede : 
And thei that mihte not fo do, 
He yaf hem mete and drynk alfo, 

And al that hem was nede ; 
Men milite feo in that court than 
Moni a blythe Criftene man, 

In ftori as we rede. 

Anon riht in that ille tyde, 

Thorw out his loud on uche a fyde, 

This word wel wyde fprong, 
Thei rente aboute fer and nerre, 
Uppon the foudan for to werre, 

And feiden for that wrong, 
Bi Mahoun and Tirmagaunt, 
No raon fchal be heore warant, 

Weore thei never fo ftronge ; 
Bothe foudan and kyng, 
And al that hem was folewyng, 

The dethe thei fcholde afonge. 
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Fyf kynges were of heigh parayle, 
Uppon the foudan thei beode bataile, 

That ftrong and douhti were ; 
Hou the foudan hem gon asbyle, 
And what thei hihte wilhoute layle, 

Luftneth, and ye niouwe here. 
The kyng Kenedok and kyng Lefyas, 
Kyng Merkel, and kyng Cleomadas, 

Kyng Mcubrok was heore fere, 
Theos fyf kynges forth bewent, 
Moni a mon thei flowe and fchent, 

With ftrengthe and gretpouwere. 

Uppon a day the kyng and the foudan 
An hard batayle thei bigan, 

Uppon this kynges fyve, 
Ayeynes o Criftene man, 
Ten hethene houndes were ther than, 

Of Saraains ftoute and ftythe. 
Herkeneth now, bothe olde and ying, 
Hou the foudan and Ihe kyng 

Among hem gunne to dryye, 
And hou the Sarazins that day 
Hopped hedles for heore pray, 

I fchal ow telle as blyve. 
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The Criftene foudan that tyde 
Tok a fpere and gon to fyde, 

Ayeyn Kenedok fo kene, 
The kyng, that was fo ful of pryde, 
His fpere he lette to hym glyde, 

To wite withouten wene. 
So harde togidere thei riden thare, 
Bothe the fperes that thei bare 

Borften hem bitwene, 
The foudan drou bis fwerd ful good, 
The kynges hed with the hod 

He ftrek of quit and clene, 

Kyng Lefyas of Taborie 
To the foudan hedde envye, 

For Kendok kyng was flawe ; 
He toke a fpere, withoute lye, 
Ayeyn the foudan he gan hyghe, 

And wolde hym He fill fawe. 
The kyng of Tars bitwene hem rod, 
And Lefyas ftreok he abod, ' 

As i fynde in my fewe ; 
He fmot him fo on the fcheld 
That hit fiey into the feld, 

Adoun he hath hym drawe. 
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He leop to horfe, and gone to ryde, 
And Hough a doun bi uthe a fyde, 

Alle that he bifore him founds ; 
And alle that ever he hutte that ryde, 
Weore he never fo proud in pryde. 

He yaf hem dethes wounde. 
The kyng of Tars with his fpere 
Thorw the bodi he gon hym bere, 

And falde him ded to grounde; 
The Sarazins nomen up a cri, 
Now, Mahoun, ful of merci, 

Help now in this ftounde 1 

Kyng Merkel was ful wo. 

To fihten anon he was ful thro, 

A fpere in honde he heat, 
He priked his liede and let him go. 
The kyng of Tars he though te to Do, 

Er he thennes went. 
He fmot the kyng that ilke tyde 
Thorw his hauberk in the fyde, 

That neih he hedde be fchent ; 
The kyng of Tars out of bis fadel fe!, 
The blod out of his wounde wcl, 

Mony mon bit bi ment. 
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Whon the foudan faugh his blod, 

For wrath the he thoughte he was neih wod, 1090 

And gun to prike with mayn, 
He and al his felawrede 
Brought hem ayein uppon his itede, 

And halp him up ayayn. 
Whon he was on his ftede ibrouht, 
Al that he hutte and arauht, 

He clef hem in to brayn ; 
Kyng Merkel ayeyn him went, 
And yaf hym fuch a nother dunt, __ 

That neih he hadde hym flayn. 1100 

Whon the foudan faugh that fib t, 
Wod for wraththe he was apliht, 

And rod to the kyng Merkel, 
And fmot him fo on the fcheld, 
That he fel in to the feld, 

Among that houndes fel : 
The kyng of Tars in that ftounde 
Hath fpyt of that hethene hbunde, 

That er hedde foughte fo wel; 
He fwor, be him that tholede vvounde, 1110 

That hethene dogge fchal to grounde, 

Be the help of feint Michel. 
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I nul not dyyen in his dette, 
A ftrok on hym ichul bifette, 

Beo he never fo holde; t 

Ur ladi with an ave he grelte, 
That no mon fcholde hym lette, 

The feendes ilrengthe to folde. 
He rod to hym anon riht. 
With a dunt of muche mint, 

In ftori as hit is tolde ; 
He hutte him on the helm on liiht, 
Into the brayn thorw bacinet briht, 

Thus is his fcrvyfe yolde. 

Kyng Membrok was in gret payn 
When he faugh thus his felawes llayn, 

And in the feld to drevet, 
He priked his hors with miht and mayn, 
And neigh a weiward on that pkyn, 

For to huyden his heved. 
The Crjftene foudan in that tyde 
. Aftur him he gan to ryde, 

For no thing he ne lcved, 
And fmot him fo fer al his fchelS 
As he fleyh in that feld, 

Quitliche of his heved. 
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Thus the ladi with hire lore 

B rough le hire frendes out of fore, 

Thorw Jhefu Criftes grace ; 
Al the while that thei weore thare, 
The joytf that was among hem yare, 

No mon may telle the fpace. 
Whon thei weore out of world iwent, 
Bifore god omnipotent. 

Hem was diht a place. 
Now Jhefu, that is ful of mint, 
Graunt us alle in hevene liht 

To feo thi fwete face ! 
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Jhesu, that yB kyng in trone, 

As thou fhoope bothe fonne and mone, 

And all that (hall dele and dyghte. 
Now lene us grace fuch dedes to done, 
In thy blys.that we may wone, 

Men calle hit heven lyghte ; 
And thy moder, Mary, bevyn qwcne, 
Bere our arunde fo bytwene, 

That femely ys of fyght, 
To thy fone thai ys fo fre, 
In heven with hym that we may be, 

That lord ys moft of myght. 

Meriftrelles, that walken fer and wyde, 
Her and ther in every a fyde, 
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In mony a dyverfe londe, 
Sholde, at her bygynnyng, 
Speke of that ryhtwes kyng, 

That made both fee and fonde. 
Whofo wyll a flounde dwelle, 
Of mykyll myrght y may you telle, 

And mornyng ther amonge, 
Of a lady fay r and frc, 
Her name was called Emare, 

As i here fynge ia fonge. 

Her fadyr was an eraperour, 
Of castell, and of ryche towre, 

Syr Artyus was hys nome ; 
He hadde bo the hallys and bowrys, 
Frythes fayr, foreftes with flowrys, 

So g ret a lord was none. 
Weddedde he had a lady, 
That was both fayr and femely, 

Wbyte as whales bone, 
Dame Erayne hette that emperes, 
She was full of love and goodneffe, 

So curtays lady was none. 
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Syr Artyus was the bell manne 
In the worlde that lyvede thaune, 

Both hardy and therto wyght. 
Me was curtays in all thy ng, 
Bothe to olde and to yynge, 

And well kowth dele and dyght 
He hadde but on chyld in his lyre, 
Begeten on his weddedde wyfe, 

And that was &yr and bryght ; 
For fothe, as y may telle the, 
They called that chyld Emare, 

That femely was of fyght. 

When ihe was of her rooder born, 
She was the fayreft creature bome, 

That yn the lond was thoo, 
The emperes, that fayr ladye, 
Fro her lord gan the dye, 

Or hyt kowthe fpeke or goo. « 
The chyld, that was fayr and gent, 
To a lady was hyt fente, 

That men called Abro, 
She thawghth hit curtefye and thewe, 
Golde and fylke for to fewe, 

Amonge maydenes moo. 
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Abro tawghte tbys may den fmall, 
Nortour lhat men ufedenn in fale, 

Whyle She was in her bowre ; 
She was curt ays in all thynge, 
Bothe to old and to yynge, 

And whythe as lylye flowre ; 
Of her hondes (be was flye, 
All he loved that her fye, 

Wyth menlke and mychyl honour. 
At the maydene leve we, 
And at the lady fayr and fre ; 

And fpeke we of the emperour. 

The emperour, of gentyll blode, 
Was a curteys lorde and a gode, 

In all raaner of thynge, 
After when his wyf was dede, 
And ledde bis lyf yn weddewede, 

And roycbe loved playnge, 
Sone aftur yn a whyle, 
The lyche kynge of Cefyle 

To the emperour gann wende, 
A ryche prefent wyth hym he browght, 
A cloth that was wordylye wroght, 

He wcllcomed hym as the hende. 
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Syr Tergaunte, that ncbyll ktiygbt hyghte, 
He prefented the emperour ryght, 

And fette hym on bys kne, 
Wyth that cloth rychyly dyght, 
Full of ftones ther hit was pyght, 

As thykke as hit myght be, 
Off topaze and rubyes , 
And other ftones of myche prys, 

That feraely wer to fe, 
Of crapowtes and nakette, 
As thykke ar they fette, 

For fothe as y fay the. 

The cloth was displayed fone, 
The emperoer lokede therupone, 

And myght hyt not fe, 
For glysteryng of the ryche fton 
Redy fyght had he hod, 

And fayde, How may thys be ? 
The emperour fayde en hygh, . 
Sertes thys ys a fayry, 

Or ellys a vanyte. 
The kyiig of Cyfyle anfwered than, 
So ryche a jwell ys ther non 

In all Cryllyante. 
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The amerayle dowghter of hethennes 
Made this cloth withouten lees, 

And wrowghte hit all with pride, 
And purtreyed hyt with gret honour, 
Wyth ryche golde and afowr, 

And fiones on y Ike a fyde ; 
And, as the ftory telle* in honde, 
The ftones that yn this doth ftonde 

Sowghte they wcr full wyde, 
Seven wynter hit was yn makynge, 
Or hit was browght to «ndynge, 

In herte ys not to hyde. 

In that on komer made was 
Idoyne and A mad as, 

With love that was fo trewe, 
For they loveden hem wit honour, 
Portrayed they wer with trewe-love flour, 

■ Of fiones bryght of hewe; 
Wyth carbunkull and fafere, 
Kasfydonys and onyx fo clere, 

Sette in golde newe, 
Deamondes and rubyes, 
And other fiones of my chy 11 pryfit, 

And meoftrellys with her gle. 

TOL. II. P 
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In that other comer was dygbt. 
Tryst ram and Ifowde To bryght, 

That femely wer to fe, 
And for they loved hem ryght, 
As full of ftones ar they dyght, 

As thykke as they may be. 
Of topafe and of rubyea, 
And other ftones of myche pryfe, 

That femely wer to fe, 
Wyth crapawtes and nakette, 
Thykke of ftones ar they fette, 

For fothe as y fay the. 

In the thrydde koraer, with gret, honour, 
Was Florys and dam Blavmchenour, - 

As love was hem betwene, 
For they loved wyth honour, 
Purtrayed they wer with tr ewe- love-flower, 

With ftones bryght aitd ihene. 
Ther wer knyghtes and .fenatowres, 
Emerawdes of grel vertues, 

To wyte withoulen wene, 
Deamondes and koralle, 
Perydotes and crystal}, 

And gode garnettes bytwens. 
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In the fowrthe korner was oon 
Of Baby lone the fowdan fonne, 

The amerayles dowghtyr hym by, 
For his- Take the cloth was wrowght, 
She loved hym in hert and thowght, 

As teftymoyeth thy* ftorye. 
The fayr may den her byforn 
Was portrayed an unykorn, 

With hys horn fo hye, 
Flowres and bryddes on ylke a fyde, 
With Hones that wer fuwght wyde, 

Stuffed wyth ymagerye. 

When the cloth to ende was wrowght, 
To the fowdan (one hit was browght, 

That femely was of fyghte : 
" My fitdyr was a nobyll man, 
Of the fowdan he hit wan, - 

Wyth maystrye and myghth ; 
For gret love he yaf hyt me, 
I brynge hit the in fpecyalte, 

Thys cloth ys rychely dyght," 
He yaf hit the emperour, 
He receyved hit with gret honour, - 

And thonkede hym fayr and ryght. ; 
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The kyiig of Cefyle dwelled ther 
As long as his wyll war. 

With the emperour far to play, 
And when he wolde wende, 
He toke his leve at the hendc, 

And wente forth on hys way. 
Now Remenelh this nobyll kyng, 
The emperour after his dowgbter hadde longyng. 

To Ipeke with that may, 
Mesfengeres forth he foot 1J» 

Aftyr the mayde fay re and gent. 

That was bryght as fomeres day, 

Mesfengeres dyghte hem in hye, 
With myche niyrthe and melodye. 

Forth gon they fare, 
Both by Aretes and by ftye, 
After that feyr lady, 

Was godely unthei gare. 
Her noryffe, that hygbte Abro, 
With her the goth forth alfo, SOG 

And wer fetle in a chare, 
To the emperour gan die go, 
He come ayeyn hem a myle or two, 

A fayr metyng was there. 
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He raayden, wbyte as lylye flour, 
Lyghte ayeyn her fadyr, tile emperour, 

Two knyghtes gan her lede. 
Her fadyr, that was of gret renowne, 
That of golde vered the crowne, 

Lyghte of hys ftede ; 
When they wer bothe on her fete, 
He klypped her ond kyfsed her fwete, 

And bothe on fote they yede, 
They wer glad and made good chore, 
To the palys they yede in fere, 

In roinans as ire rede. 

Then the lordes that wer grete, 
They wefli and feten do«n to mete, 

And folk hem ferved fwyde, 
The may den, that was of fembelant fwete, 
Byfore her owene ladur fete, 

The fayrcft wommon on lyfe. 
That all his hert and alle his thowghth, 
Her to love was yn browght, 

He byhelde her ofte fythe, 
So he was anamored his thowghter tyll, 
With her he thowghth to worche his wyll. 

And wedde her to hys wyfe. 
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And when the mete-whyle was doun, 
Into hys cliamhur he weute foun, 

And called his counfeyle nere, 
He bad they fhulde fone go and come, 
And gete leve of the pope of Rome, 

To wedde that mayden clere. 
Mesfengeres forth tbey werite, 
They durft not breke hid comroandement, 

And erles with hem yn fere, 
They wcnte to the courle of Rome, 
And browghte the popus bullua fone, 

To wedde his dowghter deft. 

Then was the emperour gladde and biythe. 
And lette (hape « robe fwythe, 

Of that cloth of golde. 
And when, hit was don her upon. 
She femed non erthely,tvommon, 

That marked was of molde. 
Then feyde.the emperour fo fre, 
Dowghtyr, y woll wedde the, 

Thow art fo freih to beholde. 
Then fay de that wordy unther wede, 
Nay, fyr, god of heven hit forbede, 

That ever do fo ve fhulde 1 
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Vy f hit fo betydde that ye me wedde, 
And we ihulde play togeder in bedds, 

Bothe we were forlome ; 
The worde fhulde fprynge fer and wyde, 
In all the worlde on every fyde, 

The worde ihulde be borne. 
Ye ben a lorde of gret pryee, 
Iprde, lette never ruche forow aryce, 

Take god you beforne ; 
That my fader Ihulde wedde me, 
God forbede that i hyt fo ie, 

That wered the crowne of thorne ! 

The emperour was rygbt wrothe, 
And fwore many a gret othc, 

That deed Ihulde the be; 
He lette make a nobull boot, 
And dede her tberyn god wore, 
. In the robe of nobull ble. 
She mofte have with her no fpendyng, 
Nother mete ne drynke [givyng], 
But fliote her yn to the fe ; 
' Now the lady dwelled thore, 
Wythowte anker or ore, 
And that was gret pyte. 
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Ther come a wynd, y unlherftonde, 
And blewe the boot fro the londe, 

Of her they loft the fyght, 
The emperour hym bethowght, 
That he hadde all myawrowbt, 

And was a Tory knyghte. 
And as be ftode yn ftudyyoge. 
He fell down in fowenynge, 

To the yrthe was he dyght ; 
Grete lordes (lode therby, 
And toke up the emperour haftyly, 

And conforted hym fayr and rygbt. 

When he of fownyng kovered was, 
Sore he wepte and fayde, Alas, 

For my dowhter dere 1 
Alas, that y was made man, 
Wrecched kaytyf that i hit am 1 

The teres ronne by bis lere, 
I wrawgbt ayeyn goddes lay, 
To her that was fo trewe of fay : 

Alas, why ner (he here I 
The teres laflhed out of his yyen, 
The grete lordes that hit fyyen, 

Wepte and made yll chere. 
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Ther was nother olde ny yynge, 
That kowthe ftynte of wepynge, 

For that comely rather kelle, 
Into fliypys fafte gan they thiynge, 
For to feke that nmyden yynge, 

That was fo fayr of fleih and fell ( 
They her fowght over all yn the fee, 
And myghte not fynde that lady fre, 

Ayeyn they come fall fnell. 
At the emperour now leve w«, 
And of the lady yn the fee, 

1 (hall begynne to tell. 

The lady fleted. forth alone, 

To god of heven the made her raone, 

And to hys modyr alfo ; 
She was dryven with wynde and rayn, 
With ftronge (tormes her agayn, 
* Of the water fo bio. 
' As y have herd menftrelles fyng yn fawe, 
Hows ny lond myghth (he non knawe, 

Aferd (he was to go, 
She was fo dryven fro wawe to wawe, 
She hyd her hede and. lay fall lawe, 

For watyr (he was full woo. 
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Now this lady dwelled thore 
A good fcven nyghth and more, 

As hit was goddys wylle, 
With carefull herte, and fyityng Tom, 
Such forow was here yarked yore, 

And ever lay fhe ftyll. 
She was dryvcn ynto a loud, 
Thorow the grace of goddeg'fond, 

That all thyng may fulfylle, 
She was OD the fee fo barde beftadde, 
For hunger and thurfte almoft madde, 

Woo worth wederes yll 1 

She was dryven into a loud, 
That hyghth Galya, y untherftoad, 

That was a fayr euntre, 
The kynges ftewnrd dwelled ther byfyde, 
In a kastell of mykyll pry do, 

i Syr Kadore hyght he. 
Every day wolde he go. 
And take with hyra a fqwyer or two, 

And play hym by the fee; 
On a tyrae he toke the eyr, 
With two knyghtes gode and fayr, 

The wedur was Ij the of le. 
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A boot he fond by the brym, 
And a glysteryng thyng theryn, 

Therof they had ferly, 
They went forth on the food, 
To the boot i untherftond. 

And fond theryn that lady. 
She had de fo longe meteles be, 
That hy m thowht gret dele to fe, 

She was in poyu to dye. 
They aikede her what was her name, 
She chaunged bit ther anone, 

And fayde (he hette Egare. 

Syr Kadore hadde gret pyte, 
He tnke up the lady of the fee, 

And bom gun he lede ; 
She hadde fo longe meteles be, 
She was wax lene as a tre, 

That wordy unther wede. 
Into hys castell when flic came, 
Into a chawmbyr they her naram, 

And fayr they gann her fede, 
Wyth all delyCyus mete and drynke, 
That they myghth' hem on thynke, 

That was yn all that ftede. 
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When that lady, fayr of face, 
Wilh mete and drynke Icevered «n, 

And had colour agayne, 
She tawgbte hem to fewe and roarke 
All maner of fylkyn werke. 

Of her they wer full fayne. 
She was curteys yn all thyng, 
Bothe to olde and to yynge, 

I fay yow for certeyne; 
She kowthe werke all maner thyng, 
That fell to eroperour or to kyng, 

Erie, barown, or fwayne. 

Syr Kadore lelte make a fefte, 
That was fayr and honefte, 

Wyth hyi lorde the kyoge, 
Ther was mychc menuralfe, 
Trompus, tabors, and fawtre, 

Bothe barpe and fydyllyng. 
The lady, that was gentyll and (mail, 
In kurtull alone ferved yn hall, 

Byfore that nobuil kyng, 
The cloth upon her (hone fo bryghth, 
When Ihe was theryn ydyghlh, 

She femed non erdly thyng. 



Digitize by Google 



EMARE. 

The kyng loked her upon, 

So feyr a lady he fygh never non, 

His herte (he hadde yn woHe, 
He was fo anamered of that fyghth, 
Of the mete non he myghlh, 

But fafte gan her behobde ; 
She was To fayr and gent, 
The kynges love on her was lent, 

In tale as hyt ys tolde ; 
And when the mete whyle was doun, 
In to the chamber he wente foun, 

And called his barouns bolde, 

Fyrft he called fyr Kadore, 

And other knyglites that ther wore, 

Haftely come hym tyll, 
Dukes and erles, wyfe of lore, 
Hailely come the kyng before, 

And alkede what was his wyll. 
Then fpakke the ryche yn ray, 
To fyr Kadore gan he fay, 

Wordes fayr and ftylle : 
Syr, whenns ys that lovely may, 
That yn the halle ferved this day ? 

Tell me yyf hyl be thy wyll. 
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Then fayde fyr Kadore, Y untherftonde, 
Hyt ys an erles thowghter of ferre londe. 

That femely ys to fene, 
I fente after her, cerieynlye, 
To teche my chylderen ctirtefye, 

la chambur wyth hem to bene. 
She ys the konnyngeft wommon, 
I trowe that be yn Cryftendom, 

Of werk that y have fene. 
Then fayde that ryche raye, 
I wyll have that fayr may, 

And wedde her to my queue. 

The nobull fcyng, verament, 
After his modyr be lent, 

To wyte what (he wolde fey. 
They browght forth haftely 
That fayr mayde Egarye, 

She was bryghth as fomeres day, 
The cloth on her fhon fo bryght, 
When me was theryn dyght, 

And her felf a geniell may. 
The olde qwene fayde anon, 
I fawe never wommon 

Halvendell fo gay. 
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The old quene fpakke wordes unhende. 
And fayde, Sonc, thys ys a fende, 

, In this wordy wede, 
As thou loveft my blefaynge, 
Make ihou never this weddynge, 

Cryft hit de forbede !■ - 
Then fpakke the ryche ray, 
Modyr, y wyll have this may. 

And forth gan her lede. 
Hie olde quene, for certayne, 
Turnede with ire horn agayne, 
i And wolde not be at that.dede. 

The kyng wedded that lady brygbi, 
Grete purvyance ther was dyghth, 

In that feroely fale, 
Grete lordes wer ferved sryght, 
Duke, eric, baron and knyghth, 

Both of grete and fraale. , 

Myche folke for fothe ther was, 
And thcrto an huge prcfe, 

As hit ys tolde in tale, 
Ther was all maner thyng, 
That fell to a kynges weddyng, 

And many a ryche tnenftrall. 
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When the maogery was done, 
Grete lordes departed feme, 

That femely were to fee, 
The kynge be lafte with the qwene, 
Moch love was hem betwene, 

And alfo game and gle ; 
She was curteys and fwete, 
Such a lady herde y never of yete ; 

They loved both with hci-te fre. 
The lady that was both meke and mylde, 
Conceyved and wente with chylue, 

As god wolde hit (holde be. 

The kyng of France, yn that fyroe, 
Was befette with many a Sarezyiic, " 

And cumbered all in tene ; 
And fente after the kyng of Galys, 
And other lordys of myche prys, 

That femely were to fene. 
The kyng of Galys, in that tyde, 
Gedered men on every fyde, 

In armour bryght and Ihene ; 
Then fayde the kyng to fyr Kadore, 
Aud other lordes that ther wore, 

Take good hede to my qwene, 
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The kyng of Fraunce fpared none, 
But fent for hem everychone, 

Both kyng, knyghth, and clerke ; 
The ftiward, bylaft at home, 
To kepe the owene whyte as feme, 

He com not at that werke. 
She weiite with chylde.'yn place, 
As longe as goddes wyll was, 
That femely unther ferke ; 
Thyll ther was of her body 
A fayr chyld bonie, and a godele, 
Hadde a dowbyll kynges marke. 

They hit cryftened with grele honour, 
And called hym Segramour, 

Freiy was lhat fode [-. 
Then the fteward fyr Kadore, 
A nobutl letter made he thore, 

And wrowghie hit all with gode. 
He wrowghte hit yn hyghynge, 
And fente hit to his lorde the kynge, 

That gentyll was of Mode; - 
The mesfenger forth gan we'nde, . 
And with the kynges moder gan lande, 

And yn to the castell he yode. 
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Ha was reafeyved rychely, 
And (he hym afltede haftyly, 

How the qwene hadde fpedde ; 
" Madame, ther ys of her yborao 
A fayr man chylde, y tell you beforne, 

And ftie lyth yn her bedde." 
She yaf hym, for that tydynge, 
A robe and fowrty (hylynge, 

And rychely hym cladde : 
She made hym dronken of ale and wyne ; 
And when (he &we that hit was tyme, 

Tho chambur ihe wole hymjede. 

And when he.was on flepe browght, 
The qwene that was of wykked thought, 

Tho chambur gan ftie wende; 
Hys letter (he toke hym fro, 
In a fyre (he brente hit do, 

Of werkes me was unhende. 
Another letter (he made with evyll, 
And fayde the qwene had born a dev-yll, 

Duifte no mon come her hende. 
Thre heddea hadde he there 
A lyon, a dragon, and a been, 

A fowll feltwd fende. 
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On the mom, when hit was day, 
The mesfenger wentc on his way, 

Bothe by ftye and ftrele, 
In trwe ftory as y fay, 
Tyll he come ther aa the kynge laye, 

And fpeke wordes fwete. 
He toke the kyng the letter yn honde, 
And he hit redde, y unlherftonde, 

The teres downe gan he lete, 
And as he ftode yn redyng, 
Downe he fell yn fowenyng, 

For forow his herte gan blede. 

Grete lordes that (lode hym by, 
Toke up the kyng haftely, 

In herte he was full woo ; 
Sore he grette and feyde, Alas ! - 
That y ever man bom was, 

That hit ever fo Ihullde be; 
Alas I that y was made a kynge, 
And fygh wedded the fay reft thyng 

That on erthe myght go ; 
That ever Jhefu hymfelf wolde fende, 
Such a fowle lothly fende, 

To come bytwene us too ! 
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When he fawe bit myght nO- better be, 
Another letter then made he, 

And feled hit with his fele ; 
He commanded yn all thynge, 
To kepe well that lady yynge, 

Tyll flie hadde her hele ; 
Bolhe gode men and ylle 
To ferve her at her wylle, 

Bothe yn wo and wele : 
He tokc this letter of his hondc, 
And rode thorow the fame londe, 

By the kynges modur castell. 

And then be dwelled ther all nyght, 
He was resfeyved and rycbely dyght, 

And wyfte of no trefon ; 
He made hym well at efe and fyne, 
Bothe of brede, ale, and wyne, 

And that berafte hym his refoo. 
When he was on flepe browght, 
The falfe qwene his letter fowghte, 

In to the fyre the kafte hit downe ; 
Another letter (he lette make, 
That men iholde the lady take, 

And lede her out of towne. 
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Awl putte her ynto the fee. 
In that robe of rychc ble. 

The lytyll chylde her wyth ; 
And lette her have no fpendyng, 
For no mete, ny for drynkyng, 

But lede her out of that kyght. 
Upon payn of chylde and wyfe, 
And olfo upon your owene lyfe, 

Lette her have no gryght ; 
The mesfenger knewe no gyle," 
But rode horn mony a myle, 

By forefi and by fryght. 



And when the mesfenger come home, 
The ftevf aid toke the letter fone, 

And bygan to rede; 
. Sore he fyght and fayde, Alas ! 
Series this ys a fowle cafe, 

And a defull dede. . 
And as he ftode yn redyng. 
He fell downe yn fwounynge, 

For forow his hert gan blede ; 
Ther was nother olde ny yynge, 
That myghte forbere of wepynge, 

For that worthy unther wede. 
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The lady herde gret dele yn halle, 
On the fteward gan She calle, 

And fayde, What may this be i 
Yyf any thyng be arays, 
Tell me what that hit ys, 

And lette not for me. 
Then fayde the fteward verameut, 
Lo her a letter my lord hath fente, 

And thcrfore woo ys me : 
She toke the letter and bygan to rede, 
Then fonde me wry ten all the detfc. 

How me mofte ynto the fee. 

Be Aylle, fyr,. fayde the qwene, 
Lette fyclie mornynge bene, 

For me have thou no kare ; 
Lokc thou be not Ihente, 
But do my lordes coromaundement, 

God forbede thou fpare ; 
For he weddede fo purely, 
On me a fympull lady, 

He ys alhamed lore; 
Grete well my lord fro me, 
So gentyll of Mode yn Cryftyanle, 

Gete he never more. 
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Then was ther forow and myche woo, 
When the lady to (hype ftmlde go, 

They wepte and wronge her honde ; 
The |ady that was meke and mylde, 
In her arme (he bar ber chylde, 

And toke" leve of the londe. 
. When the wente ynto the fee, 
In that robe of ryche ble, 

Men fowened on the fonde ; 
Sore they wepte, and layde, Alas ! 
Ccrtys this ys a wykked kafe, 

Wo worth dedes wronge ! 

The lady and the lytyll chylde, 
Fleted forth on the water wylde, 

With full harde happes ; 
Her furkote lhat was large and wyde, 
Therwith her vyfage (he gan byde, 

With the hynther lappes. 
She was aferde of the fee, 
And layde her gruf upon a tre, 

The chylde to her pappes ; 
The wawes that were grete and ftrong, 
On the bote fafte they thronge, 

With mony unfemely rappes. 
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And when the chyld gan to wepe, 
With Cory hert the (bilge hit aflepe, 

And putts the pappe yn his mowth, 
And fayde, Myghth y ones gele lend, 
Of the water that ys fo ftronge, 

By northe or by fowthe ! 
Wele owth y to warye the fee, 
I have myche flmrae yn the, 

And ever Hie lay and growht ; 
Then (he made her prayer, 
To Jhefu and his moder dere, 

In all that flic kowthe. 

Now this lady dwelled thore 
A full fevenc nyght and more, 

As hit was goddys wyllej 
With karefull herte and fykyng fore, 
Such fo row was her yarked yore, 

And flie lay full ftylle. 
She was dryven toward Rome, 
Thorow the grace of god yn trone, 

That all thyng may fulfylle : 
On the fee (he was fo harde beftadde 
For hunger and thurfte allmoftc madde, 

Wo worth chawnfes vile ! 
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A marchaunte dwelled yn that cyte, 
A ryche mon of golde and fee, 

Jurdan was hys name ; - 
Eevery day wolde he 
Go to playe hym by the fee. 

The eyer for to tane. 
He wente forth yn that tyde, 
Walkynge by the fee fy the, 

Alle hym felfe alone : 
A bote he fonde by the brymme, 
And a fayr lady therynne, 

That was ryght wo-bygone. 

The cloth on her flion fo bryth 
He was aferde of that fygbt, 

For glysteryng of that wede ; 
And yn his herte he thowghth ryght, 
That (he was noii erdyly wyght; 

He fawe never non (liuch yn leede. 
He fayde, What hette ye, fayr ladye ! 
Lord, (he fayde, y hette Egarye, 

That lye here yn drede : 
Up he toke that fayre ladye, 
And the yonge chylde her by, 

And horn he gan hem lede. 
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When he come to hb byggynge, 
He welcomed fayr that lady yynge, 

That was fayr and bryght; 
And badde his wyf yn all thynge, 
Mete and drynke for to brynge 

To the lady ryglit. 
What that (he wyll crave, 
And her mowth wyll hit have, , 

Loke hit be rody dyght : 
She hath fo longe meteles be, 
That me thynketh grette pyte, 

Conforte her yyf thou myght. 

Now the lady dwellea ther, 
With alle mete that gode were 

She hedde at her wylle : 
She was curteys yn all thyng, 
Bothe to olde and to yynge, 

Her loved bothe gode and ylle. 
The chylde bygan for to thryfe, 
He wax the fayreft chyld on lyfe, 

Whyte as flour on hyllej 
And fhe fewed fylke work yn bour, 
And tawghte her fone nortowre, 

But evyc the momede ftylle. 
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When the chylde wu feven yer olde, 
He was bothe wyfe and bolde, 

And wele made of flelh and bone; 
He was worthy wither wede, 
And ryght well kowthe prike a ilede, 

So CUrtay* a chylde was none. 
All men lovede Segramowre, 
Bothe yn halle and yn bowie, 

Wberfoever he gan gone. 
Leve we at the lady clere of vyce, 
And fpeke of the kyng of Galys, 

Fro the fege when he come home. 

Now the fege broken ys, 

The kyng come home to Galys, 

With my k y 11 my r the and pride; 
Dukes and erles of ryche afyce. 
Bar ones and knyghles of mykyll pryfe, 

Come rydynge be hys fydc. 
Syr Kodore his {toward thanne, 
Ayeyn hym rode with mony a man, 

As faiie as he myght ryde ; 
He toldc the kyng aventowres, 
Of his halles and his bowres, 

And of his londys wyde. 
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The kyng fayde. By goddys name, 
Syr Kadore, thou art to blame 

For thy fyrft tellynge ; 
Thou molded fyrft have tolde me 
Of my lady Egare, 

I love raoft of all thy ng. 
Then was the ftewardes herte wo, 
And fayde, 1 .aide, why fay ft thou fo ? 

Art not thou a trewe kynge r 
Lo her the letter ye fente me, 
Yowr uwene felf the fothe may fe, 

I have don your byddynge. 

The kyng toke the letter to rede, 
And when he fawe that ylke dede, 

He wax all pale and waone ; 
Sore he grette and fayde, Alas ! 
That ever born y was, 

Or ever was made matine ! 
Syr Kadore, fo mot y the, 
Thys letter come never fro me, 

I tell the her anone. 
Bothe they wepte and yaf hem y lie ; 
Alas ! he fayde, faf goddys wylle, 

And both they fowened than. 
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(irete lordes ftodc by, 

And toke up the kyng haftyly, 

Of hem was grete pytt ; 
And when they both kevered were, 
The kyng toke hym the letter ther, 

Of the heddys thre. 
A lord, he fayde, be goddes grace, 
I fawe never this letter in place, 

Alas ! how may this be ? 
After the mesfengcr ther they fente, 
The kyng aflcede what way he wente; 

" Lord, be your moder ire." 

Alas ! then fayde the kynge, 
Whether my moder wer fo unhende, 

To make thys trefon ; 
By my krowne the mail be brent, 
Withowten any other jugement, 

That thenketh me bell refon. 
Grete lordes toke hem betwene, 
That they wolde exyle the qwene, 

And bcrcfc her hyr renowne ; 
Thus they exiled the falfe qwene, 
And byrafte her hyr lyf lothe clene, 

Castell, towre, and towne. 
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When Ihc was fled over the fee-foine, 
The nobnll kyng dwelled at horn, 

With full hcvy chere ; 
With karefull hert and drury mone, 
Sykynges made be many on, 

For Egarye the clere ; 
And when he fawe chylderen play, 
He wepte and fayde, Well awey ! 

For ray fone fo dere. 
Such lyf he lyved mony a day, 
That no mon hym ftynte may, 

Fully feven yere. 

Tyll a thowght yn hys herte come, 
Hot* his lady, nhyte as fome, 

Was drowned for his fake : 
" Thorow the grace of god yn trone, 
I woll to the pope of Rome, 

My penans for to take." 
He Ictte ordeyne lhypus fele, 
And fylled hem full of wordes welc, 

Hys men mery with to make ; 
Dolys he lette dyghth and dele, 
For to wynnen hym fowles hete, 

To the fliyp be toke the gate. 
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Shypmen, that wee fo mykyll of price, 
Dyght her takull on ryche acyfe, 

That was fayr and fre ; 
They drowgh up fayl, and leyd out ore, 
The wynde ftode as her luft wore, 

The wether was lythe on le. 
They fay led over the fait feme, 
Thorow the grace of god in trone, 

That moft ys of powfte ; 
To the cyte when they come, 
At the burgeys hous his yn he nome, 

Ther as woncd Emarye, 

Emave called her fone, 
' Haftely to here come, 

Wythoute ony lettynge ; 
And fayde, My dere fone fo fre, 
Do a lytull aftur me, 

And thou malt have my blefsynge. 
To-morowe thou (hall ferve yn halle, 
In a kurtyll of ryche palle, 

By fore this nobull kyng : 
Loke fone fo curteys thou be, 
That no mon fynde chalange to the, 

In no manere thyoge. 
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When the kyng ys ferved of fpycery*, 
Kucle thou duwne haftylye, 

And take his hond y n thyn ; 
And when thou hall fo done, 
Take the kuppe of golde fone, 

And ferve by in of the wyne : 
And what that he fpeketh lo the, 
Cum anon and tell me. 

On gnddes blefsyng and myne. 
The chylde wente ynto the hall, 
Amonge the lordes grete and (mall, 

That luffume wer unther lyne. 

Then the lordes that wer grete, 
Wyfh and wente to her mete, 

Merjft relies browgbt yn the kowrs. 
The chylde hem ferred fo curteysly, 
All hym loved that hym fy, 

And fpake Iiym gret honowres. 
Then fayde all that loked hym upon, 
So curteys a cbyld fawe they never non, 

In hallc ny yn bowres. 
The kynge fayde to hym yn game, 
Swete fone. what ys thy name ? 

Lord, he feyd, y hyghth Segramowres. 
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Then that nobull kjng 
Toke up a grcte (ykyage, 

For hys fone hyght fo, ■ 
Certys, withowtfln lefynge, 
Tie teres out of his yen gan WTyng, 

In herte he was full woo. 
Nevei'thelefc he lette be,. 
And loked on the cbylde fo fre, 

And mykell he lovede hym thoo. 
The kyiig fayde to the burgej-B anone, 
Swete fyr, ya this thy Cone ? 
" The burgeys fayde, Yoo. 

Then the lordes, that wer gretc, 
Wheflhen ayeyn aftyr mete, 

And then com fpycerye, 
The cbyld, that was of chere fwete, 
On his kne downe he fete, 

And ferved hym curteyslye. 
The kynge called the burgeys hym tytl, 
And fayde, Syr, yf hit be thy wy 11, 

Yyf me this lytyll body ; 
I (hn.il hym make lorde of town and towr, 
Of hye halles and of bowre. 

I love hym fpccyally. 
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When be had ferved the kyng at wylie, 

Fayr be wente his inodyr tyll, 

And tellys her how hyt ys. 
" Soone when he {hall to chattibur wende, 
Take his hond at the grete ends, 

For he ys thy fadtir, y wyfle, 
And byd hym come fpeke with Enare, 
That changed her name to Egare, 

In thelondofGalys." 
The chylde wente ayeyn to halle, 
Amonge the grete lordes alle. 

And ferred on ryche^afyfe. 

When they wer well at eft fffyiie, 
Bothe of brede, ale, and wyno, 

They rofe up more and my n ; 
When the kyng fhulde to chambur wende, 
He toke his hond at the grete elide, ■ 

And fayre he helpe hym yn ; 
And fayde, Syr, if your wyll be, 
Take me your bonde, and go -with me, 

For y am of yowr kyhne. 
Ye mull come fpeke with <Ema», 
That changed her nome to Egare, 

That berys the wbyta chytfn*. 
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The kyng yn herte was full woo, 
When he herd mynge tho 

Of her that was his qwene ; 
And fayde, Sone, why fayft thou fa f 
Wherto umbraydeft thou me of my wo I 

That may never bene, 
Nevertheles with hytn he wente, 
Ayeyn hem come the lady gent, 

In the robe bryght and ihene, 
He toke her yn his armes two, 
Forjoye theyfowened both to, 

Such love was hem by tweue. 

A joyfull metyng was ther thore, 
Of that lady goodly untber-gore, 

Frely in armes to folde ; 
Lords ! gladde was fyr Kadore, 
And other lordes that ther wore, 

Semely to beholde. 
Of the lady that was put yn the fee, 
Thorow grace of god in trioita. 

That was kevered of cares .colde, 
Lave we at the lady whyte as flour, 
And fpeke we of her fiidtir. the emperour, 

Thatfyrftethe.toleflfjtoid., . 
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The emperour her fadyr then 
Was woxen an olde man, 

And thowgbt on hys fynne; 
Of hys toowghtyr Emare, 
That was pntte ynto the fee, 

That was fo bryght of fcynne. 
He thowght that he wolde go, 
For bis penance to the pope iho, 

And heven for to wynne ; 
Mesfengeres he fente forth fone, 
And they come to the kowrt of Rome, 

To take her lordes inne. 

Emare prayde her lord*, the kyng, 
Syr, abyde that lordys komyng, 

That ys fo fayr and frfl ; 
And, fwete fyr, yn all thyng, 
Aqweynte you with that lordyng. 

Hit ys worlhyp to the. 
The kyng of Galys feyde tlwuv 
So grete a lord ys ther nan 

In all cryftyante. 
" Now, fwete fyr, whatever betyde, 
Ayayn that grete lord ye ryde, 

And all thy knyghly* with the." 



M byGoogIe 



EMARE. 

Emare thawghte her fone yynge, 
Ayeyn the emperour komyoge, 

How that he (holde done :. 
Swete fone, yn all tbyng, 
Be redy with my lord the kyng, 

And be my fwete fone. 
When the emperour kylseth thy fadyr fo fre, 
Loke yyf he wyll kyfle the, 

Abowe the to bym fone ; 
And bydde hym come fpeke with Enure, . 
That was putte ynto the fee, 

Hymfelf yaf the dome, 

. Now kometh the emperour of pryfe, 
Ayeyn hym rode the kyng of Galys, 

With full mykullpryde; 
The chyld was worthy unther-wede. 
And fatte upon & riobyll fade, 

By his fadyr fyde : 
"And, when he mette the emperour, 
He valcd his hode with gret honour, 

And kyfsed hym yn that tyde; 
And other lordys of gret vaiowre, 
They alfo kefsed Segramowre; 

In herte ys not to hyde. 
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The emperoun herte anamered gretlye 
Of the chylde that rode hym by, 

With fo lovely chere. 
Segramowre be fayde his ftede, 1000 

Hys owene fadyr toke good hede, 

And other lordys that ther were. 
The chylde fpake to the emperour, 
And fayde, Lord, for thyn honour, 

My worde that thou wy 11 here ; 
Ye (hull comefpeke with Emare, 
That chaiigede her name to Egare, 

That was thy thowghthur dere. 

The emperour wax all pale, 

And fayde, Sone, why urabraydeft me of bale, 1010 

And thou may fe no bote I 
' ' Syr, and ye wyll go with me, 
I frail the brynge with that lady fre, 

That ys lovefom on to loke." 
Nevertheleffe with hym he wente, 
Ayeyn hym come that lady gent, 

Walkynge on her fote ; 
And the emperour alyghte tho, 
And toke her yn his armes two, 

And dypte and kybed her fote. 10S0 
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Ther was a joyfull mstynge 

Of tbe emperour and of the kynge, 

And alfo of Emare ; 
And fo ther was of fyr Segramour, 
That aftyr was emperour, 

A full gode man was he. 
A giette fefte ther was holde, 
Of erles and barones bolde, 

As testymonyeth thys ftoiy. 
Thys ys on of Brytayae laycs, 
That was ufed by olde dayes, 

Men call y s playn the gaiye. 
Jhefu, that fettes yn toy primti, 
So grannie us with &e to wone 

In thy perpetual jjprjre 1 
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We redyn ofte, and fynde ywryte, 
As derkes don us to wyte, 
The layes that ben of harpyiig 
Ben yfbunde of frely thing ; 
Sum ben of wele, and film of wo, 
And fum of joy, and merthe alfo, 
Sum of bourdys, and fum of rybaudry, 
And fum ther ben of the feyie ; 
Sum of trechery, and fum of gyle, 
And fum of nappes that fallen by while. 
Of alle thing that men may fe 
Mooft to lowe forfothe they be. 
In Brytayn this layes arne ywrytt, 
Furft yfopnde, and forthe ygete, 
Of a ventures that alien by dayes, 
Wherof Biytoos made her layes, 
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When they myght owner heryn - 
Of ^ventures that ther weryn, 
They- toke her harpys with game, 
Maden layes, and yaf it name. 
Of aunt urea that han befalls 
Y can fum telle, but nought all. 
Herken, lordyngys, that ben trewe, 
And y wot you telle of fir Orphewe. 

Orpheo was a ryche kyng, 
And in hjs tyme a grew lordyhgi 
Ful fayr man, and large thcrto, 
And bends, curteis, and hardy alfo. 
Hit fadre was come of king Pluto, 
And his raodur cam of quene Juno, 
That in tyme wer goddys holden, 
For wordy* that they dedyn and tolden. 
Orpheo moil of ony thing 
Louede the gle of harpyng; 
Syker was every gode harpoure 
Of hym to have moche honour. 
Hymfelf loved for to harpe, 
And layde thereon hit wittes fcharpe; 
He lemed fo, ther non was 
A better harper in no plas. 
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In the werld was never man bom, 

That onus Orpliei) fat biforn, 

And he myght of hi* harpyDg her, 

He fliuldc thinke that be wer 

In one of the joys of paradyi, 

Sucbe joy and melody in hu.barpyng is. 

Orpheo fugerneth in Crasfent, 

That is a cyte of noble defens, 

He hath a qoene fill fey re of pria. 

That is clepyd dan Erody*, 

The feyreft woman Sot the wnys 

That myghth he made of fleffche and bony*, 

All hiir here, and bttrgado nes, 

Myghth no man djfciyv* bur fcyreaea. 

Hit byfel in tyrae of May, 

That is mery and lykyog the frmcru day 

Awey ben the wynteris fchouru, 

And every felde is fill of flouris, 

Of blofmes fpryngyng on the bowe, 

Over all the londe is awry y uowc, 

That Uke queue, dame Erody s, 

Toke with hur two maydeoes of prig, 

And walked in the undertyde 

To pley in hur orchard -fyde, 
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To fe floures fprede and fgryng, 

And fe and here the foulys fyng. 

They feten hem down all thro, 

Fay r under an ympe-tre. 

And wel Tone the feyr quene * 

Felled a flepe upon the grene. 

The maydenes durft hur not awake, 

But byfyde hur mery they can hem make, 

And lete hur flepe tyl after none, 

That the undertyde was agone ; 

And, al fo (one as fehe can wake, 

Sche cryed, and lothly can hur make, 

She froted hur hondys and hur fete, 

And cracched hur tyl -that fche can blede ; 

Hur ryche clothis fche can ter, 

And was wode out of hur wit tber. 

The two maydenes that fat byfyde 

Durft they non lengur abyde, 

But went into the paiys ryghth, 

And tolde bothe fquyer and knyghtb, 

That her quene awey wolde go. 

Knyghths out went, and ladyes alfo, 

And damfellis fyfty and mony mo. 

To fet her lady they thought to do. 
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Into (he orchard they wer come, 

And had hur up in armes ynome. 

And brought hur in bed at the laft, 

And helde hur in ryghth fait; 

But ever fche cryed with grete mode, 

And rent hurfelf as fche wer wode. 

When the kyng herd this tydyng, 

He was never fo wo for no thing. 

He kyng com, with knyghthis kene; 

Into the chamber to his queue, ' 

And of hur had grete pyte ; 

Swete hert, he fayde, how may this be ? 

That ever yet haft ben fo ftylle, 

And now crieft fo loude and fchrylle ; 

Thy body, that was white biforn, 

With thy nayies is al to-torn ; 

Alas ! thy rode that was fo rede 

Is as wan as ony lede. , 

Alfo thy fyngris fmalle, 

They ben al blody and pallc. 

Alas! thy lovely yyen two 

Loken on me as man on fo. 

Leve dam, y befeche the mercy, 

Lete be al this ruful cry, 
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And let me what thing and how 

Yif ony thing may help the now. 

The lady flill es at the laft, 

And gan to wepe fwylhe fall, 

Tho fche feyde the kyng to, 

Alas! my lord, fyr Orpheo, 

Seth we togedur were 

Never yit wroth we ner, 

Ever yit thou baft loved me, 

With alle myn hert fo have y the ; 

And now we fchul part atwo, 

Do thy beft, for y moft go. 

Alas! he feyde, forlorn y am, 

Whidur wol thou go and to wham ) 

Wher thou comeft thou fchalt with me, 

Whidur thou goft y wyl with thee. 

Sir, fche feyde, it may not be this, 

I fchal you telle how it is : 

As y lay this under tyde. 

To flepe under the orchard-fyde, 

Ther come to me two fair kuyghtes, 

Wele arayde at alle ryghthis, 

And bade me come, without lettyng, 

To fpelce with her lord the kyng ; 
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And y anfwerde with wordii bold* 

Tliat y ne durft, ne y nold* : ■ 

Faft agayn they can dryva, 

Then com her kyng at fo blyre 

With a thoufand kny tes and ma, 

And with ladyea fyfty alfo, 

And ryden al on fnow-white ftedy/, 

And alfo white was her wedya 

Y fey never felh y was boras 

So feyr knyghtes me byforoe. 

The kyng had a crowne on his hede. 

It was no felver, ne gold rede. 

All it was of precious Hone, 

As bryght as Ainne forfothe it fchone. 

Al fo lone he to me cum, 

Wold y, nold y, be me nam, 

And made me with him ryde, 

On a whyte palfrey by his fyde, 

And brought me in to his palya, 

Ryght wele ydight over al y wya. 

He fchened me caatelt and touris, 

Medewys, ryveres, (eldys, and fioures, 

And his foreftea evorycke one ; 

And feth he brought [me] ayett home, 
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Into our owne orcharde, 
And fayde to me thin afterwarde: 
Lokc to-morew that thou be 
Here under this y mpe-tre ; . 
And yif thou makeft ony lette, 
Wherever thou be thou fckalt be fet, 
And to-tore thy rymas ulle, 
That no thing the help fcnalle, 
And, thaugh thou be fo to-tore, 
Yic fchalt thuu amy be bore. 

When the kyng honte this cafe, 
Out ! he feyde, and alatel 
Mc wer lever to lefe my lyfe, 
Than to lefe the queue my wyfe! 
He axed confel of many a man, 
But non of hem help hym can. 
On the morewe, when tyrae come, 
The kyng his armes forfoth he name. 
And two hundred kayghtes with hym, 
Wele vanned ftout and gryrn ; 
With the queue went he> 
Into the orchard, under the tie, 
Ther made they watche on every fyde, 
And call hem these for to byiie, 
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Ami fuffre detb everychon ■ 
Er fche fcbulde from hem gon : 
And there soon withoulen letle 
Among hem all fcho was yfet, 
Awey with the fayre fche was ynome, 
Will non of hem wher fcho become. 
Tber was ther wepj-ng and cryeng alfo, 
Hie king to his chamber can go, 
And fel adown on the (tone, 
He made grate dele and meche mone ; 
Wei nye he hed bymfelf yfchent, 
He fygh ther was no amendement. 
He fende after erle and baroun, 
And other lordys of grele renoun ; 
And, whan they togeder were, 
Lordys, he feyde, that ben here, 

Y ordeyne ay iteward of mynhalle 
To kepe my loudys overalle. 

Now y have my queue forlore, 
The bell lady that ever was bore; 

Y wol never efte woman fe. 
In wyldernes now wol y be, 
And wonne there in holtys bore 
In wylderaes for evermore. 
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When ye wyte y am of the world went 

Make ye all a parlement, 

And do chefe you a new kyng, 

And do your bell in al thing. 

Ther was grete forcwe in the halle, 

Wepyng and cryeng among hem alle ; 

Ther ne mygbt olde ne yonge 

For wepyng fpeke a worde with tonge. 

They knelyd all adown in fer, 

And befought hy m, yif his wil wer, 

That he ne wolde from hem go. 

Do wey ! he feyde, y wil not fo. 

Alle his kyndam he forfoke, 

And to him a fclavcyn anon he loke ; 

He ne wolde have non <bodc, 

Hofe, ne fcho, ne other gode ; 

But his barpe he gan take, 

And went barfot out at the gate : 

Ther moft no man with hym go, 

Alas ! ther was wepyng and wo. 

He that was kyng, and bar the crowne, 

Went fo porely out of towne, 

Into wilder ties he gethe, 

fiothe throw wode and throw hethe. 

VOL. II. S 
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Now lie is naught at efc, 

But now he is at male-efe ; 

Now in hard woda he lythe, . 

With erbis and gras he hym wrythe. 

He that had grete plenty, 

Mete, drynke, and grete dignytS-, 

Now he mofl bothe digge and wrote, 

Er he have his fille of rote. 

In Comer he lyveth by hawys, 

That on hauthome growth by fchawys ; 

And in wynter by rote and ryttde, 

For other thing may be non fynde. 

His body was awey dryve, 

With hayle and reyne al to-ryVe, 

No man coude telle' of his fore 

That he fuffred ten yere and more 

He that had caste! and tonre, 

Foreft, fryth, bothe felde and Sour, 

Now hath he nothing that him lyketh, 

But wylde belles that by hym ftryketh : 

The here of his hede is blak and row, 

Benethe his gurdel it ys ygrow. 

He taketh his harpe, and rtiakcth hym gle, 

And lythe al nyght under a tre. 
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When the wedur is cler and brygbt, 
He taketh his harpe anone ryght, 
Into the wode it ryngetb Jchylle, 
As he coude harpe at tt)s wUje. 
The wildc beftes that ther bethe, 
For joy about hyra they gethe ; 
All the fbulis that ther were, 
They coroyn aboute hym the^e, 
To her harpyng that was ty lie, 
So mechel joy was therine. 
When he the harpyng leye wolde, 
Foule, ne beft, abyde ther wide, 
But went hem albydene, 
And lete hym alone ther bene. 
Ofte he few hym byfyde 
In the hQte fomer-tyde, 
The kyng of lay re, with his route, 
Com to hunte all aboute, 
With dunnyng and with blowyng, 
And houndys gret cryeng; 
But forfothe no heft they name, 
Ne he ne wyft wher they becom ; 
And other while he raygbt yfc 
A grete oft by him te, 
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Wet a two hundreth knyghtes, 
. Wele yarroed at all ryghtes. 
Sum while he faw other thing! 
Knyghtes and ladies com rydyng 
In bryght atyre and difgyfid. 
With efy pace and wele avyfed, 
Taberis and pypes ycden hem by 
And alle maner of mynftrelfy ; 
And ladyes ther com rydyng, 
Joly they wer in alle thing ; 
Jentle and jolef, forfothe, y wys, 
No man among hem ther nys. 
Every on an hauke on bond* bere, 
And went haukyng by the ryvere, 
Of game they fonde grete haunt, 
Fefaunt, heron, and cormerant. 
The foules out of the rever flowe, 
Every faultnn his game flowe. 
That faw kyng Orpheo, and lowe, 
As he ftode under a bowe : 
Perfay, he fayde, tber is gode game, 
Thider y wil in goddis name, 
Such game he was wont to fe, 
Up he ros, and thider cam he ; 
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To his owne lady wel ny he come, 

Abd hur wel ny had undernome ; 

He knew hur by the feroelant, y wys, 

His owe lady, dam Erodyffe : 

But ther myght non with other fpeke, 

They fche hym knewe, and he hur eke. 

For mysfis that (he on hym fye, 

That fum tyme was bothe ryche and hie, 

The tens ran doun by hur yghe, 

So dede of hym when he hur fye. 

They made hur awey there ryde, 

For ther myght fche no lenger abyde. 

Alas 1 he fayde, that me is wo 1 

Why nyl deth myn hert flo ? 

Alas ! wrecche that y ne myght 

Dye anon -after this fyght I 

Alas I to long lafteth my lyfe, 

That y ne may fpeke with my wyfe ! 

Ne fche with me a worde to fpeke ! 

Alas 1 why nyl myn hert breke 1 

Perfay, he fayde, [tide what bitide] 

Y wil fe whyder this ladies ride, 

In that wey wyl y go 

For of ray lyf yeve y not a flo; 
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His fcfaveyn dede he on his bak, 

And toke his harpe ryght as ho fpttk. 

Fafi after hem he can gone 

Over ftok, and over ftune. 

In then at the roche the ladies ryde> 

He went fone after, he nolde not byde. 

When he was into the roche ygo, 

Wele thre myle, and fume dele mo, 

He cam to a fey r contray, 

Was as bryght as ony day; 

Feyr palys, and alle grene, 

Hille ne dale was nought feoe. 

Amyd the launde a caatel he fye, 

Noble and ryche, ryght wonder hie, 

And al the overyft walk 

Schene as doth the cryftal ; 

Fayr tours ther wer about*, 

Gayly fet with perles ftoute ; 

The iitmeft that ftode on the dyche 

Was of golde and felver ryche; 

The fronte that was amyd all 

Was of dy vers metalle ; 

Within were wyde wonys, 

Of golde, felver, and precious ftones, 
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Feyr pliers theron wer dyght 

Of precious ftones and fafyres bryght. 

Hit fcbone fo fayr by nyght 

That al the towne therof was lyght. 

The ryche Hones fcbone fo cun, 

Al fo bryght as any fun. 

No man myght telle, ne thinke in thought, 

The ryches that therin was wrought. 

At the caste! the ladies alyght, 

Orpheo went after as faft as he myght. 

Orpheo knocked at the gate, 

The porter was redy therate, 

And alked, What wilt thou fo i 

" Perfey, y am a rnynftrallo, 

To folas the with ray gle, ' 

The merier fchalt thou be." 

He unded the gate anone, 

And lete hym into the castel gone. 

Orpheo loked about over all, 

He fawe folk fit under the wall ; 

Sura that wer thyder y brought, 

Al dede were they naught : 

Araonge hem lay his owne wyfe, 

That he loved as his lyfc; 
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Sche lay under sue ympe-tre, 
By her glowes he wyft it was fche. 
Me went fortfae into the halle, 
Therin was grete joye with alle. 
The ryche kyng therin fette, 
He fyl on knees, and hym grette. 
By hym fete a queue bryght, 
Unnethis he hod of hur a fyght. 
When he had yfene al thing, 
He fel on knees by fore the kyng. 
And befought hym yif his wit were 
That be wolde of his mynftrelfy her. 
Then fayde the kyng, What art thow, 
That art hyder ycom no we-? 
Myfelf, ne non that is within me, 
Never fende after the, 
Seth y this kyndam furft bygan 
Fende y non fo hardy a man 
That hider durft come ne wende. 
But that y aftur hym fendc. 
Sir, he fayde, y trowe ful wele, 
Y holde it foth, fir, every dele, 
For fothe it is the raaner of us 
To come to every lordys hous, 
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And though we nought welcome be, 

Yit we moll profer our game or gle. 

Byfore the kyng he fet hym downe, 

And take his barpe of mery fowne, 

And, as he ful we* can, 

Many mery notys he began. 

The kyng behelde and fat ful llylle, 

To here his harpyng he bad gode will. 

When he left of his harpeng, 

To hym feyde that ryche kyng, 

Mynftrel, me lyketh ryght wele thy gle, 

What thing that thou afte of me 

Largely y wol the pay, 

Tberfor, aflce now and afay. 

Lord, he fayde, y pray the, 

Yif it your wyl be, 

Yif me that lady bryght of ble 

That lytbe yonde under the ympe-tre. 

Nay, he fayde, as it nought ner. 

[A fori couple of you it were] 

For thou art row and Make, 

And fche is made wilhouten lak. 

A foule couple it wer forthy 

To lete hur Cora in thy company. 
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Lord, In feyde, ryche kyng, 
Yit hit wer a fouler thing 
To here a lefyng of thy mouthe, 
To me as thou fnydeft ooufte, 
That y fchulde have what y woldc) 
A kyngis worde moll node be holde. 
Thou fjyft foth, fayde the kyng thaa, 
Forfothe thou art a trewe inau. 

Y wol wel that it be foj 

{flake hur by the honde, and go ; 

Y wol that thou of hur be blythe ; 
And be hym thanked roony a fytoe. 
He toke hur by die honde anon 

With ryght gode wille they can outgon. 

Fait he went out of that ftede, 

Rygb th as he came out he yede. 

So long they bare undewome, 

That to Crasfens they were ycomei 

That fum tyme was her owne cet£ f 

But no man wyft tbey weren he 

With a begger of pore Iyfe 

He herbored bym and his wyfe s 

He afked tydyngea of the londe, 

And who then had the kyndam in honde. 
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The por begger, in his cote. 

Anon tolde hym every grots, '4 

How the qwene was fet away 

Of the londe, forfothe to fay, 

And how the ky ng aftur then) yede, 

No man wyft into what ftedei 

And now the ftcwarde the kyndam doth holde; 

Mony tydynges he hym them Jolds, 

A morewe at the none-tyde • 

He made the tjuene there abyde. 

He toke his harpe ryght anon, 

Into the towne he caAgon. 4 

His owne fieward be can mete * 

As he cam by the ftrete. 

He fet hym doun on his kne, 

And fayde, Lord, help for charyfce* 

Y am a por mynflrel of Hethenea, 

Helpe me, lord, at this dystres ! 

The fleward fayde, With rae com home, 

Of my gode thou fchalt have fomme j 

For my lordys love, fyr Ofipheo, 

Al mynftrellys ben welcom me to, 4 

Anone they wente into the hallo, 

The fteward and the lordys all; 
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The fieward watched and went* to mete, 

And all lordys weren yfete. 

Ther was merthe in halle 

When Orpheo fat within the wall. 

When they weren all ftyllc, 

He toke his haipe that was fchiUe 

And pleyde faft with the gle, 

The fiawarde loked, and can to fe, 480 

And knewe the harpe wel blyve : 

Mynftrel, he fayde, as thou moA thry ve, 

Wher had thou that harpe, and hovel 

Tel roe now, fyr, for thy prawe. 

Lord, he feyde, in unkouthe londe, 

By a foreft y hit ther fonde j 

Y fygh a man draw ful finale, 

It lay by hym in a dale: 

Now it is ten wynter agone. 

Alas ! feyde the fieward, and made grete mone, 490 

Hit was my lord, fyr Orpheo, 

Alas ! that ever he yede us fro. 

The kyng behelde the fieward than, 

And wyft he was a trewe man ; 

To hym he feyde, without lefyng, 

Syr, he feyde, y am Orpheo the kyng, 
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Here, at the townis ennJc, 
Y have brought my lady hemic. 
The lordys fterten up anon, 
And maden hym to chamber gon, 
With mertlie, joy, and procesflouii, 
They fet the quene into the towne : 
Ther they lyved gode lyfe afterwarde, 
And fy the was the kyng ftewarde. 
Thus cam they out of care : 
God geve us grace wele to faro t 
And all that have herde this talkyng 
In heven blys be his wony ng ! 
Amen, amen, for charyte, 
Lord us graunt that it fo be ! 
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Hebkvstb hideward, lordyngra, 

Ye that wollcth here of kyngea ; 

Ant ye mowen heren anon 

Hou Engelonde furft bigon; 

This pliilofofrcs us doth to-wytc, 

Afe we findeth ywryte. 

This lond wes cleped Albyon, 

Er then Bruyt from Troye com, 

A thoufent ant tuo hundred yer 

Erthen Marie Crift ber. 

A muche mon com from Troye, y wis, 

Wes icleped Bruyt Sylvius, 

A muche mon com with him alfo, 

Corineus yclepud wes tho. 

In thilke time, in al this londe, 

On aker-lond ther nes yfounde 
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Ne toun ne houi'es never on 
Erthen Bruyl from Troye com J 
. Ah al wes node ant wimcrwrffc, 
Nes tier no tilthe, more ne leffe. 
Goauntz her wonede Arythe rtrottge, 
That were bothe grete ant longe ; 
Geomagog hatte here Jtyng, 
Me nufte no wer ys evenyng; , 

He wes of fuylhe wonder ftreytrtfee, 
Ant fourti fithe hate the teynt&e 
From the elbowe to the hohd, 
Ant tuenti on brede on him me fond. 
In grete hulles hy woneden her, 
Ant livede by herbes rtnt-wEtte'6'iier, 
Mylk ant water, hy^'drorJtenottteBes, ' 
Afe the boc hyt failhe ant DeHe9. 
Scbep he heden afe hors gret, 
That beren wollc afe ber«f get, 
Therof hy madenfcem'fdavyDS, 
'Ale palmers that bSth paynyttft. 
Tho Bruyt com this'lend tbwyrtne, 
The geauutz that ther woneden ynne, 
Tho hy herden of Brutes come, 
Ham byradden alle ant'fome 
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To yeven hem bataille anon, 

Ant to flen hem everuchon. 

The Troyens were fnythe kene, 

Ant that wes ther wel afeue. 

The geaunti heo overcome, 

Ant heore grete kyng he noma, 

Geomagog that wes fo ftrong, 

Ant fo wonderliche long. 

Corioeus the champioun, 

That with Bruyt from Troye com, 

Seh Geomagog fo fturna, 

Ant defirede fnithe yurne 

To wraftle wyth that foule thing, 

That wes the geaundene kyng, 

Ant of Bruyt he bad the bone, 

Ant he him giauntede fuithe fooe. 

Corineus anon forth fchet? 

To the kyng that wes fo gret, 

Al day togedere hy wraftly conne, 

Forto hem faylede light of fonne, 

The kyng wes a teoned ftronge 

That Corineus aftod fo loiige. 

Ant fo harde he him tuafte. 

That thre ribbes in him to-barfte. 



Digitize by Google 



CHRONICLE OF ENGLAND. 973 

Bruyt byhueld CorroeuS, 

Ant to him he feide thus, 

Corineus, wet deft thou nouthe I 

Nes ner by northe, ne by fouthe, 

Ne by water, ne by ionde, 

Er then non thi piere yfonde ; 70 

Ant yef the' word of the fpronge 

That eny mon the ftode fo longe, 

Gcaunt, other champioun, 

Al thyn honour were leid adoun, 
Ant nomeliche to thy lemmon, 
That ys wyttore then the fora. 
Tho Corineus underyat 
That Bruyt of ys lemmon fpac, 
Of Erneburh that maide hende, 
To Geomagog he con wende, gn 

Ant him putte with fuch ftreynthe, 
Thah he were more thon he of leinthe, 
That fourti fet, roumede and grete 
Into the fee he made him lepe. 
Tho the geauntz were overcome, 
Ant Bruyt hade this Ionde ynome, 
Corineus lovede the more 
Al that contrey tharefore, 
*oi,. 11, t 
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Ant clepede hit for that batayle 
' After Corineus Corawayle. 
Bruyt bade muche folk with him, 
Bothe fremcde and eke kun, 
That were ertbe-tilyes gode, 
Hy faleweden erthe, and. feolden wode, 
Ant of this lond that wes fo wylde 
Hy bygonne tonnes to bulde; 
Londone he made furft with gome, 
Ant yef bit his oune nome, 
Newe Troye, for be com 
Furft from Troye and hit bygon. 
In his time, withoute les, 
Elye the prophete icbofe wes, 
The children of Yrael bi dai and nith, 
The laghc tech en hem ariht, 
The laghe he tahte hem ych wene. 
On hem therafter bit wes fene. 
Bruyt had thre (ones, 
That were fuytbe feyre gomes. 
That on wes hote Lokeryn, 
He reiguede after his fader fyn. 
Cambroun hatte that other, 
He wes the mydlefte brother, 
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He was ybore in Devenefchire, 
Of Wales he wes naked fire. 
Albanactus the thridde iclepud wet, 
Scotlond to y s part he chea, 
Ant tharcfoie, afe ryth ys, 
Al that Bretaygne iclepud y*. 
He reignede her 
Other half-houndred yer, 
At Weftmuftre he was ded, 
Ant y buried, for Co he bed, 
Tho anon, after hym, 
Reygnede his fone Lokeryn ; 
Crafti mon for fothe he wes, 
He wrohte her, withoute las, 
Tuo merveilles grete, y wys, 
Wrokynghote that on ciepud y* 
Sikcrlich withoute gyle, 
Bifida Glaftingbury a myle ; 
A chapele that other ys, 
That over the erthe hongeth thus, 
From the erthe tuenli fet, 
The leynthe for fothe laft yet, 
Of feint Sufanne, wythoute les, 
The chapele ycleped we», 
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He reignede her 

An kindred wynter and tuo yer. 

After hym reignede Ebonts, 

That fuithe wis and crafti was ; 

He wes Lokerynes fone, 

Everwyk wes his mefte wone, 

Ant he ErerwiL made and met, 

More then Londone by feve ftret, 

Alklud and Maydenescaftel bo, 

Ant Mound de le Rous he nlade alfo: 

Ant tho David and his teem 

Reigneden in Jerufaleem. 

After hym Lud-Hudybras, 

So Eboraa fone ycleped was, 

Hade this lond everuch del, 

Ant hyt yemede fuythe wel j 

He made Caunterbury anon, 

Ant other tounes moni on, 

Wyncheslre and Schafiesburye, 

Ther fpac an ern [a] prophecie, 

Tlirc dawes and thre nyht, 

The prophecie he tolde tiht : 

Wet in Englond fchulde byfalle, 

That ther weren hit tierdeu alle, 
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Lud, that icbsbbe of ytold, 

He wes kyng fuythe bold, 

To bulden he hevede gode wate. 

At Londone he made a yale, 

Ant clepede hit, after ys norae, 

Lu 'gate, til with gome. 

After thilke kyng Lud 

Reignede hia fone Bladud ; 

He »es clerk of uigremancie, 

That ys an art of gret maiftrie; 170 

He made the wonder, nil y wja 

That hote bathe, ycleped ys. 

Herkneth alle that betb hende, 
Ant y fchal telle, ord and code, 
The rihte fothe, ful y wys, 
Hou hote bathe ymaked ys ; 
Four tonnea ther beoth of bras, 
Al for fothe thus hit was, 
Feole tnicges ther beth yune, 
Craftilich y mad with gynne, ] 80 

Quic britnfton and other alfuo, 
With wylde fur ymad therto, 
Salgemme and falpetre, 
Salarmoniac ther ys eke, 
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Salnitre that y » bribt : 
Berneth bothe day and nyth. 
This ys in the tonnes ydon, 
Ant other thinges moni on : 
Berneth bothe nyht and day, 
Ah never quench en bit ne may. 
In four fprunges the tonnes liggetb, 
Afe this philofofres fuggeth, 
The hete withynne, water without*, 
Maketh hot al aboute. 
The tuo fprunges urneth yfere, 
Ah the other tuo beth more clere ; 
Thar of ys raaked, ful y wys, 
That kyngesbathe ycleped ys. 

Thilke maister Bladud, 
That wes kyngesfone Lud, 
Tho he this ilke bathe made, 
Ant he eny defaute hade 
Of thinges that ther fchutde to, 
Herkncth hoii he wolde do : 
From Bathe to Londone he wolde fteo, 
Ant thilke dai felf ayeyn teo, 
Ant vacche that therto byfel, 
He wes quic and fuitbe fnel. 
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Tho thes maister was ded, 
Anon he wende to the qued, 
For Crift nas nout yet > bore, 
Ne deth ne foffrede him nout fore. 
After Bladud wes heir 
Ys oune fone, that hatte Leyr, 
He made Loircestre with gome, 
, Ant yef hit ys oune nome. 
After him reignede his Tone bold, 
That wes icleped Denewold, 
He made Malmesbuiy, 
Lacok, and Tetteabury, 
Ant Devifes alfo, 
And other lounes fele mo. 
Tueye Tones he hade thenne, 
That on Belyns, that other Brenne, 
Hy weren men of chevalerie, 
Hy wonne Fraunce and Normaundie, 
Ant tha lond fuitbe fone 
From Fraunce that come to Rome, 
Thilke Belyns and Brenne 
Made four weyes thenne, 
Thourh the grace of godes fonde, 
Thourh-out all Engelonde. 
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That on to thiffe daye yet 

Ys ycleped Wateling-ftret, 

That other ys icleped Foffc, 

Geth from Comwuille into Scoffe, 

A launde in Scotlond of gret prys, 

In al that lond feirore ther nyt. 

Ykenild-ftret ther booth thre; 

Offedich the fiirthe wol be. 

After him com a muche mon, 

Was ycleped Casfabalon, 

A wis kyn and a war., 

He cafte Julius Cefar, 

That was emperour of Rome, 

Out thiffe loude fone. 

Ant tuye him overcom, 

Ant at the thridde time Cefar him nom, 

Ant tho Casfabalon was overcome, 

He yef gret truage to Rome, 

Thre hondred pound by yer, 

Er he mode be quite and flter; 

That were fixti yer by feore 

Er then Crift were ybore. 

After him Uther-Pendragoun 

Hade his londe al and fom, 
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He won to ys bond 

Englond, Wales, and Seotlond; 

He reignede thritti yer, 

To Glastinbury me him ber. 960 

After him his Cone Arthur 

Hevede this load thourh and thourh j 

He was the befle kyng at nede, 

That ever mihte ride on fiede. 

Other wepne welde, other folk ont-lede, 

Of mon ne hede he never drede. 

He ne com never in none londe, 

That he ne hede the heire honde, 

Ther nes never fucb king bifore, 

Ne non ne byht ther nevermore. 870 

Whyl kyng Arthur was alyve 

In Bretaigne wes chyvalerie, 

Ant the in Bretaigne were yfonde 

This gret aventures, ichonderftonde, 

That ye habbeth yherd her this 

Ofte Tithes, and foth hit ys. 

Wyth kyng Arthur wes a. knyht, 

Wei ychot Eweyn be hyht, 

Ther- nes mon in al the londe 

That durfte in fith ayetn him ftonde, 380 
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This kyng Arthur, as ich er tolde, 

He wes kyng fuithe bold, 

He won Engelond fuithe feme, 

Out of the truage of Rome, 

Ant Luces the emperour, fauats feyle, 

He overcom in bataille. 

He get, thourh hit c be valeric, 

Fraunce that come to Lumbardie, 

Ant Rome he wolde han ymone, 

Ant tho the tidinge him we* icome, 

That Moddred hya cofyn 

Englond wolde bynymen him, 

Ant bede yleye by the queue, 

Genevre, that wes bryth and fchene, 

That wes kyng Arthures wyf, 

That he lovede fo ys lyf. 

Afe fone afe Arthur the kyng 

Hede herd [his tiding, 

To Engelond he turnde ayein, 

Bothe with knyth and with fueyu, 

Ant Engelond hath ynome, y wys, 

Ant halt hit afe rith ys. 

After thou he livede ten yer, 

To Glutiugbury me him beri 
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God almiliti, that belt may, 
Yeve him refte nyth and day! 

Ther after tuo and twenti yer, 
Efter that Marie Crift ber, 
Eieutherie, the pope of Rome, 
Stablede fuithe fone 410 

Godes wevkes w urthe, 
Ant finge in holy chirche, 
Gloria in exekis deo. 
Ant yef gret pardon therto. 
After thou, ichondeiftonde, 
Lucius brohtt into Engelonda 
Cristendome, griht, and pees, 
From the pope Eleutheries. 
Tbilke Lucius, thourh godes fonde, 
Made thre archebifchopes in ia londe, 3)0 

Ant twenty-fevyn he made allb 
Leod biCchopes therto. 

That was to-fore the come of feint Austin ber 
Four hondred and ahte and fourti yer. 
Dioclicien tbilke time 
Dude cristendome much pine ; 
In tbilke time feint Albon 
For godeilova tholede inartirdoia, 
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Kyng Forliger, wyth fchome and fclionde, 
Wes driven out of Engelonde. 
Tbourh Hengiftus, for fotbe y wys, 
That made the trefoun, for thus hit y 5 : 
At Stonhenges, wile ou wel, 
Tber he hit made everuch del, 
Kor Merlyn hem faide biforenhond ■ 
He ne fchulde ner dure en Englond. 
Rowenne, that was To feir may, 
Furft faide, by this day, 
To kyng Fortiger, Wasfaii ; 
Ant that onfuere vies, Drinkhail. 

Seththe anon, fone aad fuithe, 
Wes Engelond deled on fyve, 
To vyf kynges trewehche 
That were fuithe riche. 
That on hade to his .partie 
That lond of Kent that is fo druye, 
Ant tueie bifchopes in ys lond, 
Wel hy were beyne yfond ; 
The erchebifchop of Caunterbury, 
Ant of Roucestre, that ys mury. 
The kyng of Efex wes riche mon, 
He hade to ys portion 



Digitize by Google 



CHRONICLE OF ENGLAND. «8J 

Wyltefcbire, Barkfchyre, 

Southfex, Soutliantefchyre, 

Sothereye, Somerfetefchyre, 

Dorfcltfchirc and Devenefchire, 

Ant therto al Cornwayle ; 

Ant in is load, fauntz fayk, 

He hade vyf bifchopes riche, 

Me nufte no wer here ylicke, 360 

Of Saiesbury wes that on, 

He wes a fuythe joiyf mon, 

At Schyreboume wes tko the f«. 

Ant nou at Saiesbury ya he. 

The bifchop of Welles alio, 

That at Bathe wonede tho, 

The bifchop of Wynchestnv 

Ant the bifchop of Chychestre, 

Ant of Exetre alfo, 

Thilke was deled atuo, 370 

That on at Credynton, faunta faile, 

That other at fein Germeyn in Comwaile. 

The kyng of Merkyneriche, 

Nes ther non ys yliche, 

He hade Gloucestrefchire, 

Wyrcestrefchire, and Warewikefchire, 
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Btaflbrdfchire, and Schropfchire, 
Al the march and Hereford ft hi re, 
Oxnefordfchirc, ant Bokynghame, 
Hcrtfordfchire, ant Hontindone, 
Northamtefchire, ant Leycet tre, 
Lyccolncfchire, that y» bctre, 
Ant the fchire of Noiiugham, 
Rykemondefchire, ma nont lo bhun : 
Ant in ia lond that was fo muche 
He hade foure bifchopes riche ; 
Of Lyncolne, ant of Chest re, 
Of Hereford, ant of Wyrcestre. 
The kyng that wes of Eftengle fire ' 
He hade Grauntebruggefchyre, 
Norfolk ant Bedefordfehyre, 
Loncastel, and Blakeboumefchire; 
Ant yn ys lond bifchopes thre. 
Noble coyote large ant fre, 
Of London, ant of Norwyk, 
Ant the bifchop of Ely ek. 
The kyng of North umberlonde 
Hade al the lond, idionderftonde, 
Bituene a water that hatte Homber, 
Ant Scotlond ther yt urneth under; 
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Ant in is loud bifehopes .tuo, 

Grete lordinges were bo: 

The erchebifchop of Everwyk, 

Ant the bifchop of Durham eke : 

Thus wes Englond to-deled, 

Ant uch kyng from other dreued, 

So that ever the ftrengore 

Overcome the feblore, 

Ant ever the richore 

Overeom the porore. 411 

Tho com kyng Egbrytb, 

Ant, wyth batay leant fyht, 

Made al Englond yhol 

Falle to ys oune dol ; 

Ant fethe he reignede her 

Ahte ant tuenti folk y er : 

At Wy riches tre lyggeth ys bon, 

Buried in a marbel-fton. 

After him Ethel wolf ys fone 

Hade this loud al ant fome, 499 

He bade fones fyve 

£r he parte.de of thifle live. 

The eldefte hatte A thelfton, 

He wes a fuithe jolyf mon. 
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That other hatte Eylbrytb, 
He wes a ftaleworthe knyht. 
The thridde hatte Athelbaud, 
In wcrre he made moni faut. 
The furthe hatte Achelrcd. 
The fyhte hatte Mural. 
Ethel wolf in ys time fone 
Wende to the court of Rome ; 
There he wonede with the pope, 
Ant.dudeys lond lute note; 
For he arerede of ys loud her 
Thre hondred befauntx uche yer, 
That on he yef to arere the lyht 
Of feint Peter apostel bryht ; 
Sethe he yef that other 
To feint Poul ys brother ; 
The thridde he yef, wunti fayle, 
To the felve apostoyle. 
Yet he dude more qued 
Ethelwolf or he were tied; 
In Engiund he arerede a lok 
Of uehe hous that come fraok, 
To Rome yef a peny, y wys, 
That Petres peny cleped ys. 
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Ethel wolf on that maner 
Wonede at Rome thre yer, 
Sethe he com hoi ant found, 
Bi Fraunce toward Engelond, 
Ant weddede ther a fuete thyng, 
Charles dohter the grete kyng, 
Dame Judyth wes hire nome ; 
Muche he lovede gle ant gome, 
Tho he come to loride her, 
Ne lyvede he bote tuo yer: 
At the hyde of Wynchestre 
Were his bones don in chefte. 
After him reignede Acbelred, 
In ys time, er he were ded, 
Com the kyng of Denemarche, 
With is hofl ftor ant ftark, 
Engelond to bywynne, ■ 
Ant lie that ther weren ynne, 
Ah Achelred ant A lured bo 
Connen her mele fuo, 
That, in a luh-1 wyhte ftounde, 
The Deneys hy fellen to grounde. 
After that bataille fcv6 yer 
Achelred wes kyng her ; 

VOL. II, U 
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At Wybourne luustre, y wy»» 

Kys body yburied ys. 

After-him regnede Aliired, 

The wifeftu kyng that siiet et bred, 

He wes bothe war ant wya, 

Ant a mon of muche pris : 

He made, thonrh godes load*, 

The lawen en Engeloodej 

Ant fethe he regnede ber 

Four ant tuenti folle yer ; 

At feint Poulea liggeth is boa. 

Buried in a marbre Hon. 

Thilke kyng A lured 

Slepte lutel in ys bed, 

Thenne he hade travail mucjte., 

Ye mowe wel here wuche. : 

The tucnti-four tiden ariht, 

That beothe in the day ant nyat ; 

Thilke he delede on ihwj, 

Wel he bifette theo ; 

The aht he fpende, afe npa wi red*. 

In beden, ant ys abnesdede. ;, 

That other aht ys body to refte.i 

The tbridde aht were the be$«; 
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Thilke he fpende fautrt dolaunc*, 

Aboute thobt ant puireauttce, 

Hou he my hie him wife ant itede, 

Ant ys loud ariht led*. 500 

He hevede a mon In kys dbSpeW, 

That thus this tMen con dele ; 

He made thre condlen by wyht, 

That fchulde berne day ant nytit, 

When the on condle wo y&o, 

The ah t tiden wefen atfuo ;■ 

The kyiig he wamede by thou, 

Hys purpoa ariht to don. 

The rihtwife Alured kyng- 

Yet he dude more thyng; 510 

Al his ryghte purchas 

To povre abbeyes yef wa» ; 

Hyi rentes he delede atuo, 

Ne worlhe never ys (bide wo ; 

The halvedcl thenne athreo 

Wei he bifette theo; 

That on partie he yef hem 

That in ys court fervetlen' bynv; 

That other he yef ythe Aude, 

To thilke that his werkes dude; 520 
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The thridde part he yef thenne 
To uncothe povre menne ; 
Sethe he delede feire ant wel 
On foure that other halvedel ; 
That on partie he fende by fonde 
To thilke that were povre in londe; 
That other to povre religiouns ; 
The thridde to povre cleregouns ; 
That other partie themie yef he 
To pouie chirgen byyende the fe : 
Thus livede the gode Alured 
Ever forte he were ded. 
After the gode Alured kyiig. 
Reigned i! Edward ye fone yyng, 
He was bothe war ant wys, 
In uch bataille he hade the prys. 
Tharefore tho fotke of Denemarche, 
That beth bothe ftor and Itarke, 
Of him were adred fo fore, 
That in ys time never more 
Ne dorften he comen in ys londe, 
Lefte hem tidde fchome ant fchonde. 
Thilke Edward hade in is lyves 
Fourteen children by thie wyves, 
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Nine dehtren ant five Tones, 

That were fuythe feyrc gomes ; 

Of ys dehtren thre wymmen 

To religioun yolden hem. 

Alfled hatte that on levedy, 

He wes abbeffe at Romeyfy. 

Ediht hatte that other may, 

lie wes abbefTe at Wittoun abbai. 

The thrid.de hatte Aubourh, 

An holi wommon thourh ant thourh. 

Edward hede a foster fre, 

No feirore levedy myhte be, 

Ne wifore of fele thyng, 

He huelp hire brother Edward kyng, 

With hire wyt and hire rede, 

His lond wel for to lede. 

Longe er the kyng were ded, 

He wes yeve to the erl Aylred, 

That wes a god holy mon, 

Ant on ys wif a child he won ; 

The levedy pinede fo fore, 

Er that child were ybore, 

That in hire pine he wes fo wroht, 

That he fuor, ant made hire oht, 
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Bi the vertu of Marie (one, 

Nevermore he nolde come 

By hire lyne nyht nc day, 

In the bed ther hire lord lay, 

Edward reignede her 

Vour ant luenti yer; 

At Wynchestre liggeth y> boo, 

Buried in a roarbre fton. 

After him reigned Athelfton, 

God knyht, ant harm" mon, 

Bothe by day, aot by nyht, 

Wei he hueld his lond to ryht, 

Gui of Warewyk tivede tho, 

Ant gode knyhfep fele mfl- 

Alle the tbeyiies of Wa-lfchelondo 

He made bowe to ys honde, 

Aot leyde fuch truage on hum, 

Ant on heore Walfche tna(L, 

That Ihre hondred pond of fterlyug 

Heo yeven Athelfton the kyng. 

Ant eke tuenti pound of golde 

Scotlond hym yeve fcholde, 

Yet Wales yeld more hym 

Fif thoufcnt fatte cun 
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To the kyng uche yer, 

Er he molten be quite ant ftnr. 

Thilke kyng Athelfton 

He» e a foster, fo feir wommoft 

That in this world me anrte non 

So feit levedy of fleyfeh ant bon; 

Hylde hatte that mnide fre, 

That bath fo muche of beattt*. (00 

Hughe that kyng in Fradnce we* 

This maide to quene chea, 

For heo wea fo feir *nt bende, 

After hire he con ftinde 

The eorl Edulf of Boloyne, 

Tho cries tone Baldwyn of Cok»Jfl#, 

He wes the kynges mesfege* 

In his ueodes fef tint ner. 

Tho he was to londe ycome 

He food the kyng at Abyndaaoy $10 

Tho he the kyng ymett* 

Wei feire he hyne grette, 

A noble prefent he him brohte, 

Ant of ys fuster him byfohte 

To ys lord fyr Hugh, the kyng, 

That wet in Fraunco wonyng; 
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Apt from him verreiment 
He brulite a richc prcfent, 
That wes precioufe and deore, 
Wuch hit wes ye mowe here ; 
Tbre hondiod (teden m\!k-wh}'te, 
In the world nys beore ylyche, 
The bridles were fur the nones 
Bygo with prccieufe lones; 
Yet he prefentede him alio 
Other thbfies frle rao : 
The in pen* ures fucrd Conftantin, 
The fcaubtrt wes gold pur ant fin, 
Therinne wes clofed a nail gret 
That ede thurh godes fct ; 
Ant he prefentede him the fpere 
That Charlemayne wes wonet to bere 
To-fore the holy legioun, 
That is of gret remisiioun ; 
Ant o partie of the holy rode, 
That god fchedde on ys blode, 
Hit wes clofed feir ant wel 
In a criftal everuch del ; 
Ant thre of the thornes kene 
That were on godes bed fene ; 
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Ant one riche croune of guide. 

No richore king were ue fcholde, 

Biret withinne aut withoule 

With preciotffe ft ones al aboute, 

Richore croune nea never wroth 

Setbe god made the world of noth. 

Athehtc-n of this fonde wes blythe, 

Ant thonkede the king of Fraunce* fuy the, 

His foster Hilde he bun fende, 

Mid gret honour with hire he wende. . 

Seve yer kyng Athelfton 

Hueld this ilke kynedom, 

Engelond that ys foinuri, 

And deyede, ant lytb at Malmesbury. 

After him his fone Edmond 

Wes her kyng in Engelond, 

Ah, afe feggeth fomme other, 

Edmond wes A ihelftones brother. 

Ah he ne reignede her 

Bote unnethe fyx yer. 

Sethe byfel at one fcfte, 

At Canterbury, a cas unwrefie:. : 

Afe the kyng at mete feet, 

He bihueld, ant underyeet, 
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Of a thef that wes degifed 
Among his knyhtea hende ant wyfej 
The king wes haftif ant ftarte up, 
Ant hente the thef by the top, 
Ant cafte hint doun to the ftonj 
The thef braid out is knyf anon, 
Ant to the heorte the byng thrufte, 
Er eni of ys knih'tes wyfte; 
The lordinges fiarten up uchon, 
And the thef flowen aaon, 
■ Ah rathere he woundede moni on, 
Thourh the fleifch to the boa: 
To Glastingbury me bcr the kyng, 
Ant made ther y» bvryyng. 
After that Edmond wes dad, 
Reygnede his fone Achelred, 
A war mon ant a wys, 
Ant a knyht of mucbe prys ; 
He reignede nyghe yer. 
Ant wes yburied at Weftmusttr. 
Tho anon after hym 
Reignede ys fone Edwynj 
He wes king of gret prys, . 
Ah of is bodi he wes unwys j 
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The furile dai that [he] cro^ne nom 

He biraftc a god mon §qq 

Of ys wif for hire feirhede, 

Of god he hade lutel drede, 

Yet heo wes his cofine, 

The fore he fervede njoie pyne. 

He reignede foure yer, 

To Wynchestre me him ber. 

After him reigned Edgar, 

A wys kyng act a war, 

Iiothe by day aut by nyth, 

Wei he hueld ys lond to ryth, jqq 

Thilke nyth that he was ybore 

Seint Dunftan wes glad (herfqre, 

For he herde the flefepe, 

Of the anngles 0/ hevene. 

In heore fong fegLje by ryme, 

Yblefsed be that ilke time 

That Edgar ybore wes,. 

For in ys time fchal beo pees 

Ever in his kynedom, 

Whil he lyveth ant feint Dunjtan ; j\q 

Ant fo ther wes, gret foifoun 

Of alle gode in ucha toun, 
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For rith wifore kyng then he was 
Never yet« ybore nas ; 
For alle the whyle that lafte is lyf 
Lovede he noutber werre ne ftryf, 
Ne mon iher nas non lb hch 
That mysdude, feore other neh, 
Id ys lond, day other nyht, 
Ayeynes the laghe eni tryht, 
That he fchulde fonge mede 
After the felve misdede : 
Hou fchulde he fperen eni raon 
Wen he of belles wrache nora ? 
At Loodone he hueld a parlemen t, 
Ware-thurh Wales wes yfchent, 
For thider to him he made come 
The theyues of Wales alle ant Tome, 
Him trewe lord for to holde, 
Ant to fueren him othes holde, 
Ant bringen him truage ther 
Thre hound red wolves uche yer. 
Ant fo by dude treweliche 
Thre yer plcnerelyche, 
The furthe ne mihten he finde none, 
So clene he weren alle agone, 
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Ant tho the king hit hem foryef, 

Ne dude hem no more gref. 

Edgar wes an holy mon, 

That oure lord him cuthe con, 740 

Afterward, afe he wes wurthe, 

That he hade leyen in urthe, 

Sixti wynter under molde, 

An abbot him remue wolde; 

Aylwart hihtc thilke abbot : 

Afe me wolde him nymcn up, 

Ant Ieggen in a throh of Aon, • 

He founden him bothe fleys ant bon 

Al fo hoi, ant al fo found, 

Afe he was leyd furft in ground ; 750 

Hy nonien him up anon, 

Ant wolden hira Ieggen in the Hon 

That the abbot hevede ilel make 

For the nones to his fake; 

Ah fo fchert he was ywroht, 

Iflraht ne myhte he ligge noht, 

Hys leggps hy corven of anon, ' 

Faftc by the kneo-bon, 

Ah hy hit ne dude for non harm, 

Ant the blode al fo warm 760 
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Hem ftarte out opoff, 

Afe hit were a quic mori; 

The abbot that ther byftody 

Seb that miracle feir KtH go*, 

Ant lette htm in a toHnbe don, 

Bothe in fleys and in boti ; 

Afe mc him in tounbe dude. 

A wodtnon botnede y the fiodey 

Ant a blindraon hede fikto, 

Ant mighte feon fuitbe biyhte ; 

Ant a cripel eke anon 

Ther him flrabte ant myiHe goa. 

Edgar leignede her 

Evtne fixtene yeri 

Tho be wes ded, afterward 

Reygnede hys fofte Edward ; 

Ah he ne reignede her 

Bote unnethe thre yer, 

That Eftryld his llepmoaVf, 

Seide beth ther eny gode, 

Him apoifonede that he warded, 

To maken tire fone Achelre* 

Her king in Engelondo, 

Ant fo he wes with fcliome ant fchondo, 
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For never pes in is time not. 

Bote whil fein Dunftan alive wu. 

The king hedc a fli ward, 

That was fel ant culvacd, 

He was cleped Edrici, 

Nes no traitour his ylich,. . fgo 

Ha was fuikel nils ant fel, 

Ant thah the king him luvede wal, 

Ant tolde bim his coniail, 

Ant the traitour uchadel 

Sende hit to Denemarke, 

By mesfagers ftor ant ftarke. 

Haneloc com tho to this load, 

With gret lioft ant eke.flrtmg,, 

Ant floh the kyug Achelred* 

At Weftmustre be was ded; MX) 

Ah he hevede reigned her 

Sevens ant tuenti fiille yer. 

Ant yet the Englifche ofte iioae 

Thourh bataile Deneis overcome*. 

Ant crouneden at KorHumiBtonii. 

Edmound, Achelredes {one, 

For is proueffe ant his ftreynthe, 

He wes abrede ant o lein the 
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Cleped yent this lond wide 

Ed mound Irnenefide. 

Yet, in the Tomer afterward, 

Come the Dcneifc hide ward, 

Ant conne fibte with Edmound, 

That was king in Engelond, 

Ene heo him overcome, 

Ant he hem eft-Cone, 

So that heo acordeden, 

Ant this lond to-deleden 

Riht eveoe atuo 

Bituenc the kynges tho, 

Thourh conftul of Edriab, 

Nes never traitour him ylich. 

Sethe deyede Edmound, 

Thourh Edricbes trefoun, 

Ah he ne hevede yreined her 

Nout bote tuo yer. 

Tho hevede kyng Knout 

Al this lond out and out ; 

Tho come the traitours of this lond 

That heden traifed Edtnond, 

Ant flawen him to dede, 

Thourh Edriches rede, 



Digitize by Google 

1 



CHRONICLE OF ENGLELAHD: 305 

Ant were jolif ant proud, 
Ant tolden hit to kyng Knout, 
For heore foule irefoun 
Hy wenden habbe warifoun ; 
Ah Knout wes a god mon, 
Ant made hem telle here fnykedom 
Ant for that treibun that hy dude 
Hy were to-drawen wythe ftude ; MO 

Ant To thourh god refoun 
He yeld hem heore trefoun. - 
Sethe Tone after thas ■ 
Ther bifel a wonder cat, 
Ant a muche feorlycb, 
Bituene the kyng ant Edrieh : 
At Londone in a foler, 
Anyht after Toper, 
Bituene Edrieh ant the kyng .'" 
Arcs a repreofing ; 855 

Sire kyng, feide Edrieh, 
Who wende that thou wer fich ? ■ 
tJnderftondeft the noht ' 
Hou dere ichabbe thi Jove aboth'f 
Ylette bitraye thilke mon 
That muche gode me dude- on, 
vol. 11. X 
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Al the mastrie of ys lond, 
Al wes in myn bond,- , ... 

Ant icb him lette fie with gjin,. 
To make the kyng aftei; hym,. 

Ant thou ferveft thus m?.. 

To wrotherhele, y hwede the. 
The kyng wes fill fore spewed, 
AW of ys wordes (uitha afchomtd. 
Sire Edrich, feide the kyng, 
Thou ne gabbeft nothing) 
With gile ant wyth fuykedom,. 
Thou letteft thi lord to detha doav 
That the dude muche honour, 
' Ant thou were his traitour. 

Ant after trecherie ant gile 

Me fchal yelde the thy wbyle, . 

The king him lette bynde, 

Hi» honden him byhyade, 

Ant his fet alfo 

Were bounde bo tao, 

Ant at a windou caften out 

Right doun into Temefe fiod; 

So endede he his day, 

God ys foule jugge may. I 
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King Knout in londc her 

Heigncde evene tuenli yer. 

After thilke kyng Knout, 

Reignede his Tone Hanieknout ; 

He wes king Knoutes foue, 

Ant a fuithe jolyf gortte: 

He reignede her 

Evene ante ant tuenti yefc 

After reignede Edward, 

KiJoutes fone bastard, 850 

He wes a god holy won j 

Act lovede wel is cristendonL 

He reignede her 

Four an tuenti yer, 

Ant fix moneth alfo ; 

At Weftmunftre he deyede ttio. 

Sethe reignede a god gome, 

Harald, Godwyne fone, 

He wes cleped Harefot, 

For he wes uroare god; <to0 

He ne reignede her 

Bote nyghe moneth of a yen 
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WILLAM BASTARD DE NORMA UN DIE. 



Tho com with gret chevalerie 
Willam bastard of Norraauodic, 
Ant Cngelond al he won, 
Ant hueld hit ale y> kynedom ; 
King Harald he overcom, 
Ant lette him to dethe don. 
Kyng Harald, ful y wys, 
At Waltham yburied ys ; 
Ant thenne Willam bastard 
Hueld al this loud to hys part. 
Ant tho he made, faunts fayle, 
The abbeye of the bataille. 
Willam bastard wes kyng her 
On ant tuenti fulle yet! 
Sethe he deyede at Ham, 
In Normandie, at Caham. . 
After his endyng 
Reignede Willam the rede kyng ; 
He wes luther ant unwteft, 
He made a newe foreft, 
Fifti moder chirchen ant mo 
He lette mile, ant chapeles bo, 
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Ant clene caften adoun, 

And made node ther Wes touu ; 

That dude bis foule lute note, 

For fethe therinne he was yfchote, 

With an arewe kene ant fmert, 

That wes id ra we to an hert; 030 

Water Tyrel the arewe droh, 

Ant the king therraide he floh. 

He reignede threttene yei", ■ 

To Wynchestre me him ber. 

Sethe reignede an other, 

Henry ys oune brother, 

He reignede her 

Evene five ant thritti yer. 

Henry thilke kyng 

Lyth yburied at Hedyng. 940 

Sethe wel evene 

Reignede kyng Stevene ; 

He reignede her 

Evene tuenti yer; 

He wes a god noli man, 

Ant we* buried at Faveriham. 

After him reigned Henry, 

God mon ant hardy, 
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The erles fone of Cliaunpaiflue, 

Ant a mon of muehe mayoe ; 

His moder, afe ye habbeth herd her this 

Hyhte Mahaud the etnpern. 

He reignede her 

JEvpue four ant thritti yer, 

Thilke Henry the kyqg 

Dude a fuithe wonder thing; 

Tho he hevede reigned lier 

Sixtene fulle yer 

He made take Henry ys fone, 

Ant croune him kyng at LoudQne, 

Ant tho in Englond kynges were 

Tuey Henryes that crouneu here, 

Ant whil the fone alive wes 

Bituene her wes lute pes ; 

Ah the fone ycrouned her 

Livede threttene yer. 

After Henry the fones dethe, 

Henry the fader livede unneth, 

Vyf yer in Engelond, 

Ant hueld this lond in ys hoadj 

Ant thah the fone croune bera 

The fader hueld is date here, 
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Ant al Engelond y hoi, 

A) to is oune dot. 

The erchebifchop, feint Ttwmi, . 

In heore time maitired mi. 

Tho deyede the fader Henry her, 

That reignede thritti-four yer. 

Tho anon afterward 

Reignede ys fone Richard • J)80 

Richard queor de lyouo, 

That was his foumoua; 

Ah he ne reignede her 

Bote unnethe ten yer. 

Sethe he was yfchote, alasl 

At Castel-Gailard th« he wan i 

At Fount-Everard liggeth kin botl. 

Sethe reignede kyng Jon, 

In is time al Engelonde 

Wes entredited with wrong*, oflt) 

Thourh an erchebifchqp, 

That wes wis mon apt npttt Cot, 

He hihte Steveue of Longedon, 

The kyng him nolde underfon, 

He reigned feventene. ye? i 

To Wyrcealre me him ber. 
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After him reignedc Henry, 

A god kyng ant holy ; 

In his time wee werre ftrong, 

Ant gret ftryf in Engelond ; 1 

Bituene the b&rouns ant the kyng, 

Wes gret ftryvyng 

For the preveance of Oxneford, 

That fire Simound de Mountfort 

Meinteoede: ant gode lawes 

Therfore he les his lyf-dawes. 

He reignede hex 

Fifti-fix folle yer, 

Ant tuenti dawes therto ; 

At Weftmuslre he wes leid tho. ] 

Sethe reignede a god gome, 

Edward hb oune fone, 

He was icleped conquerour; 

Cod yeve his foule muchel honour ! 

In werre- com he never, y wys 

That he ne had the mefte prys : 

He reignede her 

Turitti-five fulle yer, 

Ahte moneth, ant dawes thre, 

In Engelond king wes he. 1 
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Tho anon afterward 

Reignede hys Tone Edward ; 

Thilke Edward, feunta-foyle, — ■ 

Yef the eildome of Comwayle 

To fire Pieres of Gavaston, 

That for envie wes ynome. 

The lordingei of Engelonde 

To him heveden grut onde, 

For he wes wel with the kyng, 

Heo heveden him in henyng, 1030 

Ant feiden he wes traitour 

To the king ant to heore honour, 

Ant for he wes loverdfuyke, 

Hco ladden him to Warewyke, 

At Gaveresfich, ye mowe wyte, < 

Ther his heved wes of finyte. 



ind or lax stcowD voliimi. 
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